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To Facynta, lamenting at Cloe's denne. 
Neptune to Rolus, on the Storm in 1104. 


An Epitaph upon his Grace Foby, Dates of Apribrough, wh ah 
erp bo 


reported to haye died in Antw ph 19. L714. -- 
The Thames frozen, 
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Hon being honeftly Rich. 
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'D C L 0 E, 
Covering ler Neck, with an Indian Handles 
| Let not, at your Lowers: Coſt, 


0 O! Cloe, let not India boaſt, | 
That, with new Luſtre, ſhe can deck 
The Native Beauties of your Neck : 3 


Whateer is pretty, may be ſeen 
Vaderneath that gaudy Skreen; 
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| 1 POE Ms on 
| Where the World, in Type, appears, 
Lovely, Lutid Hemiſpheres, | 
| The World ! of al my Hopes = le: : 
Where Azure Lines a- oroſs do ſtray, 
And wanton, in their Milky-way ; ; 

' And where, my Eyes could, ever, rove, 
And look, and long, and feed on Love. 


1 W n — mts - 


Fooliſh Ii! ſend no more 


Faint and languid Colours oer; 


Paintings ! brighter, livelier, far, 
Nature's Pencil, has drawn, here : 

| All the Glories of the Eaſt, 

Crowded are, in Cloe's Breaſt, 

| Aurora, when we ſee her riſe, 

| And ſtreak, with Red, the dawniog Skies, 
E Does a Bluſh, leſs beauteous, wear, 

4 Than that Maiden-Colour, here; 

| Which oft, thro' Modeſty, is ſeen, 
Never from a Guilt within. 
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hoſe 


Several \Occaſfons) 


Whoſe roſy Colours ne er return, 


But J, With equal Ae, burn. . of ap wy 
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In Pity, 0! ye OR incline 


To warm my Cloe's Breaſt, like mine. 


But fly, thou dull and envious Cover, 
And relieve the wiſhing Lover. 

When my Eyes no more can trace 
The dazling Luſtre of her Face, 

Her ſnowy Neck they may explore, 
And ſafely range its Beauties o'er. 
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T BELIN DA, Singing. 
HAR M'D with Belinde' ; Voice and Wit, 

I ask'd Apoll's Aid, 5 
That I might ſing, in Numbers art, . 


Th' Harmonious, Heav "ly Maid. 
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Unleſs, ſaid He, She ſorm the Song, A 
Vnleſs She. ag the Strain, 
The Senſe, th 


Wicke of her Tongue, 
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Several Occafiotis. 
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\ Mphora plena! nei Titulo o res 2 S * TY: 


Hujus ero vivus, mortuus bujus « ero. 


H Us faid Kingſtone, When I die, 
Write me a Liquid Elegy : 
Write, 
Here lies One, who thought no Harm ia 
A large, capacious Bellar-min : 
But choſe it for his Urn, to lie i in; 
Thirſty Living, Thirſty Dying. 
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On Mr. Welke 18 * Ode 00 
the Duke of Marlborough's Apoplexy, 
toa Celebrated Toaſt. | 


TE, thus, the Tuneſul Bard his Voice can a raiſe 


When England's Ma xs, expiring, damps his Lays, 
How ! could he fing, and in what rapturous Rhime: 
Deſcribe the Living VENUS of our Times? 
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The RO v BR. Erd. 
d dT Salvi yi 
C E ! Your nn thre, 1 own; 
I feel the fatal Smart, 
The Glory, YOU can, boaſt, alone, 
To fix my wand'ring Heart. 
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Several Occaſions. 


I. 


Your beauteous Sex, with various Grace, A 
— CY. ( 


My Paſſions, oft, have mord; 1 od 


: 
: 
Ad now a Shape, and then a Face, 
), As Fancy led, I lov'd. 
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etl 
13 


Ex 
do, does the Vagrant Bee explore 
1 
Each Sweet, that Nature yields; 


"Wiigiuly, ſhe skims from Flow'r, to Elo vr, 
And ranges all the Fields. f 
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IV. 

But! You have found the cruel Art 
To cure my Roving Mind: 

lach Female Beauty Lou impart ; 3. | 

Your Sex, in One, combig'd. yu 
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v. a 


My Eyes diſcloſe my ſecret Pain; 


My conſtant Sighs diſcover, | | 
Tho' in deep Silence I remain, * 
That I am Cloe's Lover. 


vi. „ 
Irkſome, I paſs the Hours away, 7 
When baniſh? from your Sight ; 2 


Ilanguiſſi all the lire long Day; I 


And all the wakeful Night. | 


vn. | 
Tell me, ye Leitud, who ſtudy much wed t 
The Nature of Mankind; = 
Why, if I think, or; look, or us, 

If ſhe be coy; "1 a 


Several Occaſions. 
VI. 
I feel my Boſom, ſtrangely, move, 
Quick Throbbings ſeize my Breaſt? 
All, that I know, is, That I Love: 
Do You explain the reſt. 


. 6's 4 Wy * CF - . . 2 J'S 1 
n ARE SUN TIS SUN GUN FUN SUN; 


Jo Jacynta, Lamenting at Cloe's 


Small-Pox. 
So ED Tor ue 
Ne no more, Jaqma, ſa r,, 


That Class former Face; 
Each Heavenly Beauty did diſplay, 
And every pleaſing Grace. 
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The Half of what remains to her, 
Or, All, you ſay, is loſt; 1 
11114327 | Thee, 1 


{ 8 _ POEM S on 
Thee, O Jacynta, would prefer 


* 1 p * 
912144 „ 2 
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Then thy ill natur d Pity gare, 
Nor Cloe's Fate regret ; 

3 Cloe is divinely Fair, 
And muſt be Envied yet. 


„N. 
Were ſhe an Angel heretofore, 
As you'd be underſtevd ; 
Yet, Pm contented,” Vll be ſwore, ©: 


To be a Firſt-rate, Toaſt, , . 
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Several Occaſions. 
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NEPTUNR fe KEOL Us 
On the STO RM in 1704. 


Eaſe, angry God, your Noiſe 5 Fury * 
And huſh your Winds, in one eternal Peace: 
Let em, in languid Murmurs, geatly moan, 
And be the Ezcho of themſelves alone. 1 


KOI 
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\% 1 
* 


And Thau, rude, baiſt rous Deity, jretire,; 
To Racks and Deſurts lead your bluſt ring Choir 
There vent your Rage. there fret andi ra ve in yain, 
But never more preſume to vex the Main. 
Vale, in Quiet, I enjoy my Cow. 
four ſpongy Caverns, and ydur Qourt, II drowns 


When | 


| | 


s Untaught to Strike to any Foe, but You, 
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When Britain, Dear to me, ſent forth her Fleet 
With ſwelling Sails, Iberia? J King 10 meet, 
| 7 bid my Waves, in- gentleſt Motion, glide; ; 
And Nymphs and Tritons, ſporting, calm'd the Tide 
When, lo ybur Winds, with maddeſt Fury hurl, 
Ruffled the provdeſtJtend of the World; 
Half of my Realm, on which, I did beſtow, 
Anna end and I Below." 5 
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Their well- built Ships, which' W o'er thi 
| Tide, 
In every diſtstiv8ea;)ebiila; tafely;! rüde ; 


Yield t6theTerpeſt;/and Themſelves ſubdue. 
Fhe valiant Chief, who on the Hoſtile Coaſt, / 
With Glotious Danger; had been; often,” toſt, 
Grieves, in his Native Harbour, to be loſt. 
| Grieves ! tho well ancho; U, in his fought-for Sbors i 
His Grave to find, Which, Was his Home, before. 


if 
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Several Occaſions. I3 


" 0! you had heard the Cries, the moviog:Pray'rs, 
Hadn't your own Noiſe ſtopt up your deafen'd Ears; 
he wildeſt Savage I command, could ſay, 


a porades more ſavage was than they; 


0 or, as they eat, they ſoften'd with their Food, 
\nd felt Compaſſion, while they fill'd with Blood. 


My Waves, amaz'd, I ſaw transfus'd from Green, 
0 the deep Die, which cloath'd the Tyrian Queen; 
hile Albion 8. chalky Cliffs, confeſs d, in Red, 

heir Shame, and bluſti d to ſee the mighty Dead. 


the 


ide, 


Is «f 8 * y | » 
Accurſed Lewil he has brib'd at Land, 


ind ſhall his Treachery at Sea command ? 


Begone, thou mercenary God, begone, 
etire, aſham'd, repent the Ins you've done; 
10 hile I deſcend to my aſtoniſh'd Court, 
here Tritons, and where tuneful Nymphs reſort ; 
Where, 


ore I 


0! 


O E MS on 
= bath'd in Tears, on Coral Beds they ſit, 
Arid to the mournful Theme, their Nunibers fit; 
Prepar d the Wrongs of Britein to relate, 

And — much PR inds ORIG 4 


FE 
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Upon His GRACE 


Vobn Duke of Marlborough: 


W H 0 
Was Reported to have Died i in Antwerp, 
Juh iy. 1714. «Sky 


— . amaitur Mem. 


Tho ai 4 
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N Hopes of 3 an ls 3 
1 Here, lies the Body, of 
5 E NW. 2 40 
DUKE of MARLBOROUGH, 
Au ExN@rivu- Man. 


POEMS on 

Wuhaſe Soul, 
Above Mortality now, 

ur of the > Power of . 

Ingratitude, 

Enjoys the Happieſt Stations of Elyſum, 

| Where, 

Alexander, Ceſar, Cato, 

Admire, 


: Revere, 


| | Adore, 
The Braveſt General, the Fir weſt Patriot. 
— — 
Nor Cowardice, nor 'Treachery, 
Vain Glory, Vain Ambition, 
A . fordid Thirſt for Riches, 
A reſtleſs Aim at Greatneſs, | 
Or ſtudied Popularity and Noiſe : 
"Where, 


No Baſe Betrayer of his Prince's N. g 
Net % \ Ne 7 


Several Occaſions, 17. 
No Sycophant, is 
No ſervile Courtier of th? inconſtant Croud, 
(Who, whom they raiſe, pull down; ) 
Where, 
None that ſerves his Country's Enemy, 
To build his Private Int'reſt, 
Oa that Country's Ruin; 15 
Who truſts his Foe, deſerts his Friend, 
Dare ſhew his hated Head. 


Stop, Traveller, 
Here are the poor Remains 
wand 
GENERAL CHURCHILL: 
His Country's Glory, and, his Country's Shame ! 
3 onto is 
Having inlarg'd her Credit, far Abroad, 
In conquering Armies, and victorious 'Froops, 
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nd having, well, ſecur'd her Peace, at Home, | | 
— Tuben, Wi 


| Great Marlboroagh from aue, and the Gris 


4 0 A. 6 wy ' 


POEMS o 
Then, 
Envy'd, 


2 Injur d, ; 
Baniſh'd. 


I. 


. Happy Antwery ! 
To whoſe antient Walls each Foreigner, 
From both the Ladis, and from either Pole, i - 
In future Times will come, 
To Read and Wonder : 
To Learn, 
How Changeable is every MortaPs Fate; In 
How certain Death. 
Then value not Thy-ſelf, vain Man! 
Alcheugh poſſeſfſftt | 
Of Youth or Beauty, Riches, Glory, 
Since all that's Valuable could not ſave 


And all thy Gifts, 
Whether of Body, Fortune, or of Mind, 


Several Occaſiotis. 
Will not continue thee T. elf for Ever. 
Whether thou'ct renown'd 
For Military Featss, 
In glorious Fields, in proſperous Cam F ; 
For Troops Couragioully led on, = 
Victoriouſly led oft : 5 
Whether thou'rt renown'd 
For bravely ſtorming, with a daring Hand, 
The well-walPd Citadel and Rampart 
Of Handers ſtrongeſt Towns: 
Or, whether thou haſt purchas'd Fame, 
In diſtant Courts, and Camps, and Palaces, 
For being skill'd in Counſel deep and dark, 
And underſtanding well 
The many mary Wiles and Turns of State. 
; ie; 
_ | Lite it vais; 
(Read Marlborough's Fate!) 
Little, 1 
To have known the diff 'rent Intereſts 
| C 2 
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POEM S or 
Of neighb'ring and of diſtant Nations: 
Little, to have known 

' The trueſt Intꝰreſt of our Native Land, 
And to have fix d it neareſt to his Heart: 
0 Little it avails | 
To have advanc'd moſt Glorious Terms of Peace 
To have directed a moſt Gloriows Mar; 
T' have been the Darling of his Prince; 
1 have had the Heart of every Fellow-Subjed 
Of mitred Flamens, and of nell. robꝰd Prieſts; 
Of furrd Patricians, and plain Senators; 
420 | 11 LA plainer, poor Plebeians: 
For Time and Chance, | 
Death and Diſgrace, 
, Maſons, alas! to All. 
1 . the Coward, to the Wiſe, the Fool 
The Juſt, the Kna ve . 
The Honeſt Lover of his Country ; 
The VILLAIN' that betrays it. 
But, oh! Heay? n, may that Man 


$3 20 


Tt 


Several © Occaſions; 
Live curs'd and hated long; . - 
Live, in unuſual Diſgrace, 
With pungent Mind, and painful Body : 
ind if he roſe in Haſte, in Haſte too may he fal. 


Happy Antwerp ! 
Bleſs'd with the laſt Retirements of the Great, 
The Glorious MARLBOROUGH: 


More ſplendid, and more honourable Here, 


e 


8 
| Than when he ſhin'd in Ermin, or in Armour. 


Who, 
Having obtain'd a Name, 


Amongſt the moſt illuſtrious Mortals ; 
The antient Demi Gods, and preſent Heroes; 
A Name g 
Eſteem'd where- ever Phæbas gilds the Day, 
'Thro' th habitable Earth : 
Having ſecur'd from French 
And Popiſh Power . 
The happy Realms of Britain, 
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POEMS on 
By Britiſb Arms, and thoſe, of firm Allies 
Having, 
By Glorious Marches, Sieges, Battles, 
(Still Victorious) 0l 
Reliev'd the Empire, conquer'd France, 
Made Handers ſmile, Holland rejoice, 
Tyrants tremble ; 
And, 
A certain Aſcititious Prince deſpair ; 
„Full of Tears, 
With Honoars loaden, 
— into thy peaceful Walls, in Quiet 
IS To contemplate 
Th' Herculcan Labours of his buſie Life; 
(Chiefly imploy'd for England's Good) 
N10 To contemplate 
Such Glories, purchas'd by a ſingle Man, 
In few Years ſpace, 
As, a whole Race of Worthies might attempt 
With le{Succeſs, in many Ages, 


. Happf 


© Spveral Occafons, 23 
Happy Antwerp ! 
Bleſt with the laſt Remains 
Of that Great Man, who once protected Thee, 
Secure from Tyranny. 
Not all thy ſtately Buildings, 
Not Temples ( Autwerp's Pride) 
| Not ; 
That happy Situation, 
To which the Elements do Al conſpire 
To make thee ſtill frequented, ever lov'd ; 
Not all thy Riches, Plenty, Power, 
| Learning, Arts, and Sciences ; 
So zrve an Oraament to Thee do prove, 
As MARLBOROUG H's Preſence, 
Wen Alive, 
His Monument, * 
Now Dead. 
Envy us, England! 
And aQ, as often thou haſt done, 
C 4 Nieg⸗ 


| 24 POEMS on 
Neglect thy Heroes, and thy Benefactors; 
- - Diſorace Them, 
But, ; 


Lament and Honour them, when *tis too late. 


Speak Citizens, 
What Shrines, what Arches, 

What Mauſoleum ſhall we raiſe 0 
For Marlboroagh*s Glory and our own? 
The Graver's Art will periſh, 

| IE The Painter's fade: 
"Time conquers Trophies, 
And levels 
Beſt rais'd Triumphal Pillars to the Ground, 
6000 Iis the Poet, | 
The Maſe, muſt make Him live; 
For, She, that ne'er can die, 
Alone, an Immortality can give. 


1 5 
o v4 * , 


Deſcen 


Several Occaſions. 


' Deſcend, Apollo, then, 
And all ye Heav'nly Choir, 
Which round Parnaſſus dwell; 
9-73 Inſpire, 
Aſſiſt; 
Whilſt every Son of Art, 
And Rev*rend Bard, who treads on Antwerp's Plains, 
And walks, and ſings, and loves, and rhimes, 
And courts the Umbr of its Groves, 
Along the Bayks of many warbling Streams; 
Summons all his Fre ; 
Strongeſt Judgment, brighteſt Wit, 
Livelieſt Fancy, ju teſt Meaſure, 
To eternize Themſelves, their Verſe, 
And 
MARLBOROUGH. 
Methinks! I ſee a noble 7iad riſe ; 
FirgiPs invok'd, Statius and Lacan read, 


65 POEMS. oa 
And ev'ry Flandrian Muſe aſpires to be 
ASTRE IR DNISON! 


0 | ns 
How the lab'ring Gents wore the Brain, 
To rout the French on fam'd Ramillies Plain; 
How ! many Poets gain that gloriow Day? 
Here One, 
With his All-conquering Pen, 
1 the Lines, by Stratqgem; once paſs d, 
Mlaintaind by Coarage, 
And writes 0 Marlborough fought) an Army down, 
Tropes, Figures, Similes ingage the Troops, 
+. Sweep all the Plaiz, 
And level ſtrangeſt Bulwarks to the Ground, 
| Another, 
With Pegofean Speed, from Flanders 
- i Denmark, Praſſia. Thules ſelf, 
Poſts whole Battalia's, ſwift, to Germany. 


How! does the Boian Prince 


(Re- 


Several Occaftons. 
| (Rewatded Rebel now) © 
Tremble in Verſe Heroic? How! the Fate 
Of the great Empire, dubious, nod ; 
"Till Marlborough gives the Word? 
Then Baden marches, Eugene fights, 
Schellenberg*s paſs d, Hoc fer won, / 
The Empire free, Talard a Captive, 
An AR MT PRISONERS. 


Attend y* inſþir?d Souls, | 
Who Nambers love, and the juſt Force of Verſe ; | | 
* Applaud, encourage; 
And, in immortal Lines, employ 
Your beſt Invention, Di#ion, Phraſe, 1 
In proud Heroic, humble Elegy, Y 6 | 
In bold Alcaic, ſofter Saphic, il 
To ſing the mighty, endleſs Deeds 
MARLBOROUGH 
What a noble Subject muſt H E chooſe, ed || 


Re- 


28 OEMs on, 
Who takes him Infant firſt, into his Care, 
Ihen writes him full grown Toath ? 

5 What Words, what Images, 
| Will hie happy Poet find 
T' expreſs his beauteous Body, beauteous Mind? 
(Strong Promiles of fatare Greatneſs.) 
2 See! in the Boy he reads the Man, 
And, without Prophecy, foretels 


The Politician, Patriot, General, yet to come. 


i : 
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Whole Genius, now, out- runs his Tears, 
And renders him the Rings, the Court's Delight; 
6 Their preſent Admiration, future Hope. 
How greatly too, is HE employ'd, 
Who, his matarer Tears deſcribes, 
And finds the Hero in fall Bloom ? 
Bending his Thoaghts and Actions, 
All, to his Country- Good. 
Who leads him, with Succeſs, 
To many Prince's Favours; 
With Him Great WILL 14 M's Reign adorns; 
Wit 


od 


Several Occaſſons. 29 p 
With Him embelliſhes 8 IX Glorious Years N 
Ok Greater AN N. 
What Poet, now, is equal to the Task? 


What ſingle Genius dare attempt 
The Praiſes, which are due to 
MARLBOROUGH? ? 
See! they divide the Theme. 
One ſin gs 
His noble Race, Equeſtrian Family; 
By War's Atchievements, © | 


Ripen'd into Prixcely Titles, Honours, Riches. 
| Another (ings his Princely Conſort, | 
And a beautiful Deſcent, 

Even of Goddeſſes, in Mortal Line. 


Bebioldf- i!! 
Lerne, here, rejoicing! drawn 
At Marlboroughs Arrival onits qhore; 
Towns ſurrendring! Battles won! = 
The Fr ench, the Native Iriſp, forc'd to fly, | 
1 4404 


* 
| MS on 
C * 1 4 101 And Popery, | 


And Slav*ry baniſh'd from the happy Coaſt. 


rl There! 

Another Poet makes him ſhine 

In WILLIAM Council at Auguſta ; 

And Azother 

In WILLIAM's Wars, in Handers : Th 

"WILLIAM! 

The Goad Genius of the Britiſh Iſles : 

© 1 ffettor of our Liberty : 

Doefander of var Laws : 
Frater of our Religion: 

Referer of them All. 


WILLIAM! and Max LZORNOUGEH! 
For ever, Bom x employd 
Dut Peace and Safety to ſecure, 

All 10 rrunſevit our Crown - 


- & = . A. 
To AN NA; glorious. 
1 w SH bd wo . A — \ STA 4 
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Several" Octaftons. 31 
ANNAL 

Though aft, yet not-leaſt tante 
Of the fam'd STUART Line. 


Ather, 
A melancholy Bard, - 
On N ASSAUPs Death, 
Thus makes th* ##uffriows Monarch ſpeak his laſt ; 
With earneſt Eyes, and Pete of Voice, 
 Impreffing HANOVER 
Upon his Royal Siſter's Heart. 


AN N A, my Sifter,”my Belov'd : 
Me Cauſe, 
With which Heav*n wart d my gRBreaſt: 
rende, This c Guardiauſbip ro That, 
And That 56 This | 
Jo join in-ſtri# Alliance, Friendſhip, Love, 
The Duteb᷑ and Britiſh People: 


POE MS o 
| Beſt ! Security 
Vain France's. lawleſs Power; 
|  *Goinſt.Popery. and Slavery at Home. 
| That Good Cauſe, which thy Sire 
| Had made deplorable and wretched ; 
1 By intjoddicing Politicks in State, 
Wl And Worſhip in Religion, 
| F Poreign and deſtructive to var Iſie; 
|| © / '» Retrjev'd iy Mel 
| Pate has determin'd. 
'Y B Thee to Finiſh. 
Tho ſbalt riſe, 
: b voiot I Glory high : * 
Vitfories ſtrange ! 
) Reign ſpall grace: 

France ſball be humbled, Lewis ſeek for Peace. 

Bat remember, remember well, my Siſter : 

Take CHURCHILL. to thy Heart; 

Ter Him command thy Arms, Abroad,; 
. Adviſe at Ham; 


18 
5 * £ » 
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Several Occaſions. 
"Tis He maſt draw my Sword : 
No Subject, leſs than H E, 
Shall e er command the Belgian Troops,, 8 
And thoſe of numerous Allie; 
No, Briton, when He's gone. 


33 


* T ſee! Tſee the Co x au ERROR: 
„ Flanders, France, the Rhine, th, Maes he Scheld, 
Victorious, to the very Iſter. 
To Audenard, to Mons, he makes his Way, 
But, oh! Blaregnies is the greater Name. 

Tournay ſarrenders, Lille ſubmits, 

Doway yields, ev'n Bouchain*s taken, 

And Paris — With that his Spirit ſunk, 
Juſt able, with his lateſt Breath, to ſay, 

Paris, — Pretender. 


Ad 


D 
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Here gentle Thames in murmuring Stream 
„Fills riſe of Ice, and Mountains ſtand 080 | 
The Nymph, who late, with Sculler, wafted o'er, 
To Cupid's Arbours, and the am'rous Shore, 
Ogling from Wave to Wave, from Coaſt to Cal 
And proudly falling, like a Firſt- rate Toaſt: 
Or ſhe, Who ſcatreving Darts, around, command; 
The Oars to makeSpzing-Garden's happy Lands; 
Her Face her Fortune, and her Fare her Store, 
Truſting to ſecret Arts x0 farniſh more; 

Now Scot-free roves but would, to make her Wa 


In warmer Weather, eue Taxes pay. 


Mi * ll : * 


Ti 


_ , Severah Occaſions. 
The bulky V eſſel, whoſe TO ION: s 80 
are the ſublimeſt Surges of the Tide, 


ud with its {pr Fading Sails, eee 
tching and heard, at once, from Shore to Shore, 


leglefted, lies, an uſeleſs Heap of Wood, 
ſhere, once, in hag and A it ſtood. . , 


| 
N 
9 


15 
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Here ſole, Dlamick Al, there Beni Fong z 
ere Bobea- Tes, and there Tobacco grows: 
one Place you may meet good Cheſhire e 
d in another, Whiteſt Brentford Peaſe. p 
ere is King George's Picture, there Queen Ann's ; 

o ant· brown Beer in Cups, and now in . 

ſells an Oxford-Dramy, as good a5 can be., 


The eSculler, = aot — ** vat Li, 
id tugg d to merit or maintain A. Wie; A 
5 Boat a Booth ; now fixes his Abode 
the proud Billow, where, ſo late, he row'd 3 
D 2 Con- 


36 . OE MS on 
Content, with Cap in Hand, to beg and flatter, 


He knows, the Aer Freedoms of the Wir, 
In rags are no Jeſting Matter. | 


- 0 


Lo! there a Ha Venetian ak walks, 
And there an Alderman, more proudly, ſtalks; 
- There goes the French Ambaſſador ; that's He: 
And there is Honeſt Squire and Captain Lee. 
WW. Here's Roe St. "Jaque, and vonder i is the Strand; 
1 In this Place Niger _ j that's Laas 5 Stand. 


' a 4 


But who's here Nee the . 
Stop, ſtop, ye amorvus Souls, T tell their Nam 
The firſt is Sunderland, O matchleſs Face 


From Marib rough is deriv'd chat blooming Grace 


With which ſhe warms this happy, regen Place 
The next is Bollditi, like Lilies fair; 


Lopelle che next, "each youthful ones Care. 


. Tho 


Several Occaſions, f 37 


Thou! beauteous River Thames, whoſe ſtandir 15 
uals the Glories of thy flowing Pride! 
de City, yea, the World's transfer d to Thee; 
xd as the Land, and richer than the Sea. 

he various Metals Nature does: produce, 0 


1 — - 


r Art improve, for Ornament, or Uſe, 

rom the Earth's deepeſt Bowels brought, are made 
0 ſhine on Thee, and carry on the Trade. 
tileaum, renown'd for making Silver paſs 

iro various Forms, and Sparks, as fam'd for Braſs; 


nd T , *tween God and Gold who ne'er ſtood 
i | [ Neuter, 


id truſty Nicholſon, who lives by Pewter; 
Wer their Doors, affix'd their well-known Names, 
id wrote, beneath, Remov'd into the Thames. 

e wealthy Banker, who ne*er view'd the Sea, 
oborts moſt diftant, dates his Bills from Thee: 
ule all the Silks and Sattens of the Eaſt, 

am, gawdy, up and down thy frozen Waſte. 


4 | "y * bees ae 
4 e727 T5 * . ( * 7er. 7 
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Bot, Oh! ' temember, wheh x kinder sun 
Shall looſe thetfeorh' thy Shbte;” and bid thee ru 
To lt e each diſtant stteam antl Nation know- 

The Blefſings of thèe Land thro" which you flow. 
Tell em, That alt Phings mile on George's Reign 
And Liberty her Temple rrats again: 

Tbe Vertu melt Mewerd, hs Bad Pügte; Wi 
And Joy and Triumph dwell in ev'ry Fate, 
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18 N abu 810 113819 lx l 110004 . 
PROLOGUE 
2 d to have been ſent to à certain 
AUTHOR laſt Hinter. | 


N Days of old, when Nonſenſs was not Wit; 
Eer Poems pleas'd, tho? not by Poets wtit: 

er Rules Dramatic out 6f Faſhion grew; 

bilk Truth and Nature ſtill were kept in View: 
thoſe Days, Prologues were like Bills of Teng 
ad did for Elegance to come, prepare. 
well. choſe Dainties they prepar'd the Gueſt ; 
ad, often, were, Themſelves, -4 Thorough Feaſt, 


R\ 


4 
4 — * 
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40 POEMS on 


| Thoſe Days are over Au that I can lay, 
(to. am a Modern) i is, That this ſame Play | 
Had n&er been writ, but for the Vile South. Sea. | 
The Author bids me tell you, He was under 
A dire Neceſſity to Write or Plunder: E 
And, upon Thought mature, he judg'd it fir 1 
1 adjourn f the Highway-man, and ply the Wit, I h 


He ſays, The Pad doth oft, with Danger, figh 

The Man, whom, ſafely, he to Death could writ 

If Who, in the Box, when robb'd, accounts it Sport, 
hh Though, on the Road, he'd = or er _ for! 


0 


Faith! this ſeems clinching Reaſoning, and true: 
In Pity, therefore, Gentlemen, ſhould you, 
Here (Two Nights hence) with Generous Intent 
Let the poor Poet plunder, by Conſent; 
And, ſince he cocks no Piſtol at your Breaſt, 
| Come, and Deliver, if you love a Jeſt; 


*'% 
1 


Several Occaſione. 


Applaud or not, he ſwears, He? s in no Pain; * 
His greateſt Euge, is a little Gain; 
lethim have this then dama--you damnin in vain. ) 


As to the Characters, he here doth chuſe, 
He avs, He c can thi Originals produce: - 

Take up the Cap who will, he ſtands the striſe; 
He drew his Manners from the "wy Life. | 
And now, obſerve ſome Good in res Evil; 
(Devotion's often owing to the Devi) 
Directors, too, are good, this fame Bad Way * 
The Poet's pillag d- The People havea PLAY. | 


. Rnd 
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ent, 


{| | The like wa 
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1p TORTES eee 
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Wale „Le you, Fair, Ladies, no 
at Land. OE 


11. I 1127 . HI 


E filly Tories, now, give Ear, : 

21 9 what, I-ſhall ady ance ; od bn: 

Wo, lately;;wirhous Wit, or Fear, 
 Your:Meafures took from France -. 

Jus who, might, now; have Happy been, 

Mere you not Fools) in your own Ning; 

it, With a fa, la, la. 


2 . 


i 0 over en, before, | 
Since the firſt Bull of Man ; » 


That Jemmy was not hald Oer, 
Before the Fall of VAN; 


| BY Since 


o 


Several Occaſions. 


{Since She was, thoroughly, A ach won baſk 
a fick of Body, ſick of Mind :. * ot 5 
nu 8 I) . nee 

* Sl ay A 


Your Schemes, ad e ate 227 
You proper Meaſures took; 1% 10 (bib 19" 
V I And all that could be done, or ſaid, 
Was done, by Hook or Crook : 
But, tell me, ee ee net ox: 


Could you ee nes 7 21.4 i 
hogs 7 tagoY 7 
18 11 II ai van A | 


Lo doubt, we ni {HTM 
And thiak, as you thought, then, en 33 \ Q by 


That God's Hereditary Right 
Can never fail with Men: ll | 
But HE, you fes ib well büntentt ak W 
explain this Right, Fan; vniz 1⁰Jtk’ 


9A 119108 


PO:EM'S.. on 


Aud now, ſuppoſe; as you have done, 0 
In all your Acts, of late, bots 320 bot n 

| That Providence was Neuter grown, 
| And left us, Tete 4 Tote; 
| 


| Yet, TIl be hang'd, if mortal Men 
Fer did, e e 3 
17} 20 920! With 4 a n 
For, when the Premiſes were laid. 
With all your Main and Might; 1 
| Tour: ſelves eoepa'd, your Friends berray'd, 
And Fance in Heart and Plight : 
THEN, .notito hurry, Perkin in; 
O fe! the like was — Snoren 
ani h mf l 


Is : M Aw lis 12 ½n 159 
W And yet, to lay this deep-laid Scene, 
Four Kingdoms, ſem'd ia Story,, 
Imploy d their wiſeſt, ableſt Men, 

Both Facobite and Tory; 


Og ————— — — — c_——_——_—__——————— om 


Several Occaſions. 
Great-Britain- France, and Ireland, all 03 101 hah 
And Nn too, all join'd ad in Hand; 
v6 a ine 40 


x 
©; P 


Nay, Robert Farley, he was there 
Fam'd both for wit and Senſe TD 
Endow*d with ev'ry tricking Air, 
With Politicks and Pence ; 6 
And yet, as tho” it were not H, OD 
The Plot it would not, could not Gee; 
With a fa, le; 2 


No, not tho? it was puſhed on, 08 
And, without any Thinking, 
In Heat and Hurry by St. John, 
Inflam'd with Love and Drioking ; 
Tho” theſe were for't, I ſay, tis clear, 
That we have balk'd the Chevalier; - 
| 55 With py 44. 
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And 


* 


; So POEMS an 
And now, ne- fans te of Gn, 


We. all, ingag'd in "WONG 10 odd, 
To bring this Toungſter in; 

I think i it vain ; but can't but laugh, 
| That Ormond's Dake nd prone Of 


And all his Royal Race; 
And, may all thoſe, who dare to 2 
A Papiſt, for His Place; Dig 

O! may all Men, wh6 have ſuch Views, | 
| O! may they die in Maden Shoves; 


And any Mew! ＋ 0027 Wide 5. 


mA a1: Ca 
Then! 88 Brave egen. ö 


Or 


ont _— 
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The RAR E E. HO, 


Or, An Explication ef the. on AE 
eck, 37 8&:11 5011 ov 


H Jeremiah Van Huſen, 4 en . 1. 
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473 with — 


Aſters Behold, that pretty, little Boy, | 

Whom, early Pray? rs, for his Friends imploy; j 
He! who is plac'd, over-againſt thoſe Scales, — 
ls, James the Third, ALIAS, The] Prince of } Wales. A 
or, fay whate er you will, about that Youth,. 
lieve 57 Sirs, this i is the Nated T rath. Shs 


was | 


; '1 Wot | 338 
411 a 4509 : 
That Figure, there, which Eero on Ma 1 205 
** iii Ti OY 


And points to Oxford, Learn'd! and Loyal Place! 


128 0 


p 


His puzzled much the Wiſe, to know, if She, 
His Couſin, Nurſe, or elſe his Mother be; 
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| 48 PO E M 8 on 
1 But, in this Search „Lthinlb, they all have miſsd her ; 
Do 1 955 that's put there for his n 


That sl Parſon, next, in Caniſade 
Is one, about whom, Men have made much 4. 4. 
Some call him Chev'rel, and ſome call him Trap; 
But, I can tell you, howe'er that may hap, 
wWyo choſe threePerſons are, which ſtand behind hin 
4 The Firſt is Doctor Phipps, Gentlemen, mind him. 
The next is, or, may my End be a Rope, 
That little, High- Church Rhimer, Poet 7 — 
or, that I may guek, a little, nigher, „ 
it Hang me, but it may happen to be Pr — 
9 The hindmoſt! you may know him by his Ai, 
W It is the thirſty, dry Yice-Chancelor. 
See! how they all do promiſe, That the Rules, 
Taught, in that Theatre, and in thoſe Schools, . 
Shall tend to ftrengrhen His, their Sovereign" s Rigi 
For whom, as they have lad, ſo they'll fight. | 
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Several” Occaſions, IK | 


The Right and Center paſt, the Left beware on; 
he Firſt is Ormond, tho? ome e call him Aaron. 
el how he points,” as tho” that he would. ſay, 
his ſelf-ſame Loyal Univerſity, 

hall place this Crom, in Alia Miter's Hand, 

[pon That Infant 8 Head, if J command. 

ol' the ge] by Jaſtice held, incline | 
wards him, to ſhew, that he has Right Divine? 
nd, what elſe means this (circled: Serpent's Tail, 
it, that his Kjngly Race ſhall never fail? 

hus Ormond ſpoke; but, you muſt know, they jeſt on 
his Propheſſe, ſince Carpenter took Preſtun; 
dctirſe, in loudeſt Terms, ſince they ve been eroſt 
beir Bully Butler, and their General For fter. + 


SY 1 


atlemen'! Towre aha 2 and, I hs Jou e. 
al well ſatigſj l. 
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Smoke de DOCTOR; 


Or, An 3 New Ballad, * 
The School- Maſter of Eton. 


e FY 


ch! 


Jo e Tun of Packington's Pound. 


J 
4 


(OY 
4 
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Y Maſters, and Friends, and good People, I 
> Ill ang you a Song, moſt wonderful fin; 
| How the Chatch, When betray'd by a Spiritual F4 
Was, bravely, maintain'd by'n Inferior Divine; 

| - +1 Ladrew Snape, it is he, 

| © That Rererinz D. B. 
Such a Snip-Snap Reſpondent, you never did FF. 
Oh! SY, thou deſerv'ſt to be whipt and be bea 
90 the dulleſt Boy, thou, e'er, whiph "dit at Eu 
Il, 


| 
1 ; 


Several Occaffons. 51 
BB. 
| the Name, firſt, of Nonfenſe, what cbu'd 'thee 
Gainft Nugor to write, without Capariry 7 7 
(, who, when but Prechyter, had ſuch Succeſs, | 
In pulling down one bf the Hierarchy ? ** þ. 4. N 
Fot, ſince thou'rt not He, 
And the Biſhop s not Thee, 
The fame Thing can't hap, in tliis Con. tro ver. ſy. } 
1 S/, then thot'ſt better todrudgeat at In-Speech, 
hana Rod to prepare, thus, for thine own Breech. 5 
III. 
dur Modeſy's great, but your Manners are ſmall, | 
We allow, too, Stant- Reaſon cannot be prevailing de 
ut then you're inlighten'd with Rancour and Gal, 5 


( Railing + nid. it 
And, d, inſtead of good Reading, inſtruct us Wich I 


- wu your Impotent Rage, WW 4 l 

At a Poor Tirle- Page, ä * [| 

hs jo the very Prieft mark of this Prieſt-ridden Age & No 

M! Sp, it thy Futy and Rage, in each , el 
lat it proves thy Blar le ccar to be Jurt-divine? © 


E 2 You 


POEM S.,on 


IV. | | 
You #hink that you ſee : But who ſces that you think 
For 1 muſt needs tell you, you're ſtupidly blin 
Nay, when you ſee moſt, you do no more than wid 
For, the Truth, in the dark, you have ſtill left 
And Father Ben's Seck 
I of Egal Sabjects, 
nul, are Equal, for all, thou haſt puzl'd the Tem 
; On! $#—, ue allow of good Proteſtant Rules, 
But will not be impos'd on by. High-flying Tools. 
* his Lordſbip's own dan you affirm. you 1 
_ To, ſay what you gleaſe (even bad P's too cl 
| Bats ve more regard to your: proper Sofch, 
And to his en 1 
K 7 1 Dear Dotter, well done, 
dent | Who would a Riſque run, 
Tho' t the 22 al all his Clerks eou d be won! 
Oh | - $4——, never meddle with Schiſm or Sin, 
| Valeſs you can ſafely ſleep in a whole Skin. 


tho 


| Several Occaſions. © 53 
ut, pray! read, once more, this moſt blundering 


Wherein you reſolve to be free from all Hari = 


tho it might hap that your Inner-ly Rage, | 
Might dictate, what, calls for the Secular Arm: 
Well | we know, you don't dote, 
Nor ſpeak this by Rote; 
For you're ſure (by corrupting our Youth) _ _ N 
n, then ſpeak out, at thy natural Rate, 
nd reply to his Lordſbip in true Billingſate. 
>, vn. 
he Book's at an End (the Preface being o'er) 
For no Mortal can find one Argument in't; 
v0 Fret, you Harangue, you Scold, and you Rore ; 
And this is more fit for your Pulpit, than Print : 
But you wou'd raiſe Fame, 
From BAN R's great Name, 
Altho' you have paid very dear for the ſame; 


8 —, pray remember, then, Milo's ſad End, 
kat Logs, ever aſter, thou art ſure thou canſt 
E 3 VIII. 


POEMS. on 
Vu. 
To conclude With thy Betters, ſince thou 'ſt beenf 
Thou canſt not take 1 it ill, if I give thee Ad 
Teach thy Boys Roman-Latin; but Exgliſb Loyaly a. 

And leave Charch and State to People more Wi 
5 Bid thy Friend Jonah, ſcrape 
All theſe Books, in one Heap, 
And burn them, for Love of his dear Andrew Snay 
0! Sy.—, there's no other way left to ſhun Shame 

Unleſs Lou yourſelf increaſe your own Flame: 
And then Men will cry, 

Here a Dodor doth fry, 
Who, in Flames, ever liv'd, and i in Flames, too, di 
A Doctor f Who, Dying, full well brought to L 
He knew authing,whilſt Living; of what he did wit 
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Several Occaſions. 


To the Right Honourable the 


arl of CADOGAN. 


_ li te 


Seriberis Vario Fortis E Hoſtium 
Viclor Hor. 


* | TH . 


ER O! ſprung from Antient Blood! 

C ADO GA, Valiant; Wiſe and Good ! 
hat golden Lyre, what happy Muſe, 
o ſing thy Praiſes, ſhall we chuſe? 


E 4 


56 P'O'E MS on 
30 great a Theme, ſo new a Song, 


To Melſted only does belong, „eh 5 
Like Ovid ſoft i is he, like Flacew ſtrong. Wt 
ts) Tt 
{1 * : Ar 
Vertues ! that ſoar ſo high, demand g 
The Touches of a Maſger-Hand. | 
Love diſdain'd; on Pindar's s Wing, 
Thee and Conqueſt he ſhall ſing ; 5 
8 Times, unborn, tranſmit thy Praiſe, | 
i On thy Laurels graſt his Bays, 
And with thy Triumphs ſwell his poliſh'd Laß, 
III. T 


Whether, thy Deeds he, backward, trace, T 

With Atchievements paſt to grace 

The numerous Ode, and bring anew 

Fields, with Slaughter, ſtain'd, to view: 
Part in MAxLBz'8oOVUG H ſhalt thou claim A 
Next to Martz oUGH riſe in Fame; 

The Strain reſounds with each immortal Name. 

- I 


Several Occaſions. 


IV. 
Whether, from a nearer Theme; 
The tuneful Poet form his Scheme, * 


And court, with Skill, the raviſh'd Ear, 
The Glories, which we ſee, to hear; 
Glories unriyall'd! fit alone 
By Wit unrivall'd to be ſhown, | 
By Harmony inſpir'd, and Numbers not his own! 


V. 
4 [glorious War his Fancy charms, 
Thy Courage and thy Skill in Arms, w 
Thy brandiſh'd Steel, and ſpreading Wreath, / F} 
Bold and ſublime the Verſe ſhall breath; 
11 thy ſocial Life he ſhow, ot, 
Soft, the gentler Strain ſhall flo, |} 
ain And every Line with Truth and Friendſhip glow. 


8 
9 


me. 
i 


POE MS on 


Oh! Thou! whom even thy Foes approve, 
Whom foreign Nations praiſe and love ! 
Darling ofthe Bb Court | 

Thy Country's Boaſt, thy King's Support! 
Diſtinguiſh'd Honours born to wear, 
Fav'rite of the Bright and Fair, 
The Soldiers Glory, and the Soldiers Care: 


VII. 
Could I boaſt thy vigorous Mind, W | 
Thy ſprightly Wit and Judgment join'd ; T 
Were all thoſe Arts and Graces mine, W 1 
Which make thy finiſh'd Merit ſhine : BB 


Then, wou'd I raiſe the ſounding Strain, 
Alarm, around, the liſt'ning Plain, 
And withithy- various Praiſe the Verſe ſuſtain. 


VIII. Pd 


Several Occaſions. 


VIII. 

d paint Thee then, with matchleſs Art; 
The cleareſt Head, the braveſt Heart; - 
Boldly honeſt to adviſe; | 

Iren Effect of being Wiſe! 
Ever prompt thy Aid to lend: 
Swift thy Country to defend: 

And doom'd th' Impoſtor's blaſted Hopes to end: 4 


IX, 

But ſtay, fond Muſe, th' Attempt refrain; 
The Theme ill ſuits thy humble Strain ; 
WVlted, O! begin the Song! 
Blooming Poet, bright and young! 
Exert thy heav*nly Art anew, 

In lofty Verſe the Toil purſue, 
ln Verſe to Glory, and CADOGAN due. 


9 


Pd 


X. 

His paſt and preſent Actions ſung, 

Let thy Lyre again be ſtrungn z 

Let thy ſweet, prophetic, Lays, 

Anticipate his coming Praiſe; 

Place the Scene before our Eyes, 

That wrapp'd in Clouds and Darkneſs lies, 
The Scene ordain'd in diſtant Time to riſe. 


. 
Many Lears the Hero give! 
Lov'd and happy make him lire! 
Draw him at the Helm of State, 


As in Arms, in Council, Great! ; qa? Aa. 
Let the God-like Portrait ſhine! FT if 
So thou ! (for Poets may divine) 8 
Shalt ſhare his Fame, and make his Meer thine, 


THE 


Several Occaſions. 


{BURLESQUE « on — 
Killalla's O px to the Rigbt Hon“ 
the Earl El CADOG AN. nb cue 


iN 10 N225n00-mw ed 
ELL! Spies, . thou wil — 
Thy ſelf in Verſey as well as Prog, 


And teize thy Friends, as well as Foes; 


Be patient my Advice to heat 2, 5.0} 041 


Rave within thy proper Sphere; A 5 Anilin 
Treat not of Subjects, fo Sublime, ©, o:111;5n8 


je. 


n gingling, empty, doggrel Ring! no Zatlur: 


62 POEMS: or 
* But hit thy Genius, f ſuit thy Muſe, 
And Ballad-Fwelling] Matter chuſe ; 
- Chuſe ſomething whimſical and odd, 
Bur it ſpare, — the Word of God. 


| Tell us what St is now a was : To 
| Or whincing Politicks or Wooing ; 
With Sentence grave, or Mirth unooM mon, 
| Pois'ning the Clergy, and the Women z ; 
Do! ptithes, flutt' ring, ſmatt'ring Post, 
f For thou, dear Dean, or none muſt do * 


She w us, in ſympathetic Strain, 


* % 
* n 


The Twin-Conceit of Brother Dean: Ar 
He's always Odd, and always NW. 
1 lite, and Humorous as You: Ups n 


4 — » t 4 Fs [ 


Ihe at Ombre or at Tea? 


* » 
AS 1 


| Writing a Pamphlet or a Play? 
© Sneaking to Nurth's, ina Chair? 
Or riding on the Strand, for Air? 


I” 


4 * 
* © 4 
r 

* 


Jr 


P. is be lolling on his Blbow, | 


Several Occaſions: 


Thinking what, often, John and Nel do? 
hewing how well he can rehearſe 
he naſtieſt Thing in cleaneſt Verſe? , + 
luventing Whims, preparing Rhimes 

To bleſs the World, in better Times? 


Or, is He ciſting Perkin's Doom, 
And propheſying Things to come ? 
When ſtaunch, old Tories ſhall take Place 2 
Ir new Apoſtates yern with Grace? 

When Bolingbroke ſhall: be reſtor dd. 
And he himſelf, yclyp'd, Lord 


Or, is He ſettling Schemes of Life? 
Money, beſure ; beſure, no Wife. 


th Morning bing Water: Gruel, 
Tea is damn'd dear, and will not do * 


At Noon no Difhes Nola Chop 


Stole in, by John, from Neighbouring _y 
Wi 


POEMS on 
Where Diet ready -· dreſsd is Sold. 
A Griskin hot, or Slaver cold 
And, for the N ight, a Cruſt of Bread, 
A Pint of Wine, and ſo to Bed! 


. 3 
22 | i 9 ( 


Unleſs, when e bude blown full Eaſt, 
And Pacquets bring a Rebel. Gueſt, 
Full-fraught with News; then &v'ryDodr + 
Being ſhut, to chat their Treaſoh Get; 

And Oer again; full Bowls go round, 


« 


With ſprightly Mirth/and Faftion'ctown'd;”" 


And John is bid to Cut; and Cut en, 


Till a whole Yard of Neck of Mitten 77 


He into Chops diſſects, to cloy 


Th' admiring Family, with Je 5 c l 0 


' _ 4 . — +1 . p ® 197 
IT Wo 1 31d +3 , # ev # % 
= 


e 


But, if no News- mönger appears, 1 
Or if b* adviſe from adverſe Star 
Thinly, at Home) the Dean is fed.; dn no- 


Or viſits; for his dally Bread; 


210 9 


Several Occafſtons. 65 | | 
And John and Nell, with Whey-like Beer, | 
Brown-Loaf and Cheeſe, (moſt hearty Fare.) 
Having indulg'd, may take their Eaſe, 


Love, Snore or Sing, or what they pleaſe. 


Something, like this, methinks, good Dean, 
Were better than Heroic Strain: 
0r, if your Reverence had thought fit 
To ſhew your Scrub, half-witted Wit, 

\mongſt the Sword, the Robe, the Gown, _ 
ho, envy'd, ſhine in Dablin Town, 

ou might pick out, as thick as Hops, | | 
vets, Punſters, Ladies, Fops, 

[art, and Bright, and very Dull, 

th Paunch well ſtuff d, and empty Scull ; 

ind ſing 'em making Buds, and quaffing, 
hewing, Blundring, ever Laughing. 


111 


Or, if thou art for meaner Work, 


im thy Thoughts away to Cork, 


4 8 Deſcribe 


66 POEMS on 
Deſcribe thy * Biſhop, learn'd and wiſe, 


Lab'cing at ſenſeleſs Niceties : | I 
Inventing Sins, creating Evi. 7 
And making New Mort for the Devit; F 
Whereas the Crimes already paſt, are f 
More than Fleſh and Blood can maſter. 212 7 
However, that thy wonted Care 4 
Of Mother - Church may full appear, 1 200 A 


Thy Biſhop. at his See, diſgrace, | | 
And drink IHE MEMORT'to his Face. 


Tell him, The Cure of Souls, of late, 
Is deem'd unbred far/Prieſts of State; 
That, as no Roof, or Sacred Wall. 
Adorns thy Pariſh, none e er ſh all!! 
And if thy Wiſh were truly known, ; 
'Tis, That Kjlala Church were down: - 


„ ————— 


— — 


* Peter Browne, D. D. 


14 — 
<> -£ 


Several -Occafions. 


Or, leſt thy Rhiming Vein ſhould cool, 
What if thy Friend Sir Richard's ----- Pol, 
Thou didſt deſcribe, in Lines and Feet ;, 
For that queer Nick-nack patt and meet; 
Inform'd the Town, (this Freek being over) = 
He would proceed and ſoon diſcover, 

An Art, long doom'd to deep Deſpair; 
And SHE w 2 Caſtle in the Air. 

Inſtead of this, from Pindar's Wing; 
You Gooſe-Quills draw; make Welſted ſing 
smooth and fad Nenſes, nat his o ] n: 

And yet they are, for He alone 
Vas born to ſing the Hero's Doom, 
both paſt, and preſent, and to come. 


* | 
" ” £ _ n 


Dear Dod& 1 tis a mournful Thang, 

If you Hold-forth juſt as you ſing ; 

9 ſoft's your Song, ſo ſmooth's your Art, 
Lob ne'er affect your People's Heart. 

| F 2 7 And 


68 POEMS on 

And yet, tho Verſes thick do flow, 
From your Fwift Pen, as Winter's Snow, 
You left your Work moſt crudely done, 
And anne _ 

But this Friend Pad muſt repair; 
Welſted ! Blooming,” Tong, and Fair; 
To His Maſter-ſtroke, and Touch, 
Belongs the Barrier und the Dutcb. 

Oh! had he done it; ur that you 
Wou'd, like 23 your This hae. 


A FAMILIAR 2 


oe 


To the Right Revs. Dr. HOA DLET, 
Lord Biſhop of BANGOR: 


( 1720. ) 


Hoc erat (experto fruſtra Varrone Atacino 


Atque zuibuſdam alis meliùs quod ſcribere poſſem. 
H O R, 


INCE Epic Strains no more are heard; 
Nor Vertue, lately, has appear'd . 
In long-ſpun Fable: Since no God 
Works Wonders now in Epiſod. 
But Poets write (as Doctors Cure 
by Chymic Skill) in Miniature. 
F 3 


70 POEMS on 
Since Pages few of flowing Wit, 


On merry Subjects, Archly writ, 
Out-rival all the Tales, of Old, 


By Strong - lung'd Greek or Latin told. 


In ſhort, my Lord, ſince Folio. Praife 
Is thought unbred, in theſe our Days ; 


And ſince a little Ole or Letter © 


Is ſooner penn'd, and, reliſh'd better: 


Accept the humble Verſe I chuſe; _ 


A Wakening to ſome ſprightlier Muſe : 


Accept it from your faithful Friend ; 


The Love, which you create, I ſend. 


I ſend you Health, I ſend you Praiſe; 
And Length and Fauſtity of Days. 
May every Year, may every Hour, 


Honours and Bleſſings on you pour: 


And when good Durham ſleeps in Peace, 


O! may you Bleſs the Dioceſe. 


Several Occaſions. 


Knowledge Extenſive, Uſeful, New :* 
Head ſo Clear, a Heart ſo True: 
Vertue embody'd ! a Whole Life, 

For LIBER TY, one glorious Strife : 
Talents like Theſe, let all Men know it, 
Deſerve a Better See, and Poet. 


Whilſt I, my Lord, deceive my Time 
With Milton's Blank, or Welſted's Rhime : 
Whilſt I my Hours, at Will, employ, 

And feel no Care, without a Joy : 

Whilſt deep in Lore and Learned Text, 
I'm oft inlighten'd, oft perplex'd : 

Whilſt Clemens and his Friends, awhile, 
In Facts I trace, or ſift in Stile; 
Plodding to Sleep my penſive Mind, 
One Truth, in Hours, explain'd to find. 
Or whilſt I rouze to Life again, 

With Horace, Lucan, or Montagne ; 

F 4 


72 POEMS on 


Or {till give Gayer Pleaſures Birth ; Sir 
Court Muſic, - Wit, and living Mirth : Ibis 


And upon all of theſe refine 58 it 
With Atticus and Generous Wine. 


I fay, with Negligence and Eaſe, 
Whilſt much I ſtrive myſelf to pleaſe ; 
More Uniform and Rigid, You 
| Your unremitted Toils purſue ; 
Make Mankind's Good your Sole Delight; 
| Your: Morning Thought; your Care at Night. 


But, ſince, my Lord, our Holy War 


Is ending, juſt as others are: 1 
Or, ſince this War, (much like the Hemiſbꝰꝛ s 


ONE CAMPAIGN more, will, ſurely, Finiſh, i 
| For which, in due Time, we ſhall look; Mn 


You'll not be Caſhier d, like the DUK K. 


Several Occaſions. | 73 
Since all your Foes, the Small, the Great One, 
his of the Temple, That of Eton, 

uitting the Field, away have flown, 


id, humbly, laid their Weapons down. 


ince Thoſe, who Scandal were imploy'd on, 
rom Carliſle Town, to that of Croydon; 

hat is to ſay, from South to North, @ 

heir Rage, in vain, have bluſter'd forth : 

Ince Mor'ſter s. Dean, who would be dabbling, 
as paid, full well, for Patzey-babbling ; 

$ Joſeph Smith, and half a Score, 

Ike Atterbury heretofore, 


lam, Blackhall, many more. 


Since Figulus, if I can gueſs well, 
ll ne er repair his broken Veſſel : 

nd is thought neither Wiſe nor Nice, 
o print ſuch Country, Stale Advice. 


ce GEoRGE's Schemes, with Power, o'erthrow 


ch Lykewarm Friend, each Red-hot Foe ; 
de | 


And. 


74 POE M S on 
And all is ſnug, and ſafe and quiet, 
From Weſtminſter, to MWarſam - Diet, | 
Nay, ſince the Church is far from Change, Sir, 
And the Stage only was in Danger. 


- In Fine, my Lord, ſince The Craft fails, 
And Trath and Liberty prevails ; 

Relieve your Mind, your Spirits ſpare : 
Forget jour Glory, and your Care: 

Bethink : Your Foes are fled and gone ; 
Enjoy the Triumphs you haye won. 


Divide yourſelf amongſt your Friends ; 
With which Advice my Letter ends: 
Hoping we, ſpeedily, ſhall meet, 


Not without Clark, in Gerrard · Sstreet. 
| Bi 
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OCCASIONED By An 


O D E 
Earl St— pe. 


SELL! LI LI, thou haſt found it out; 
Thy Hero is both Wiſe and Stout 


But! let me tell you, tis no more, 
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Than Politicians ſound before. 


MM Why then this Stir, and mighty Do, 


11 la Stanza's Four, Lines Thirty-two ? 


4 


76 POE MS on 
Why al all this dire Poetic Rage? * 
Thy Smame io the Tüte Page | | 


Squire, Sceretary, Poet 
Only to ſay, Britannia's Boaſt 


Will ſoon be ſeen on Fance s Coaſt ; 
And when He's hugg'd Monſeigneur, then, 
He'll come to London back again. 


: 


And, why, pray, muſt the Errand fail, 

Ualeſs the Ship from Windſor fail ? 

Why nothing faid of the Intrigue 

A Brother-Earl drives at the Hague? 
Nor of the Mediators Work 
Between the Emp'ror and the Turk ? 

But Twice three Rivers ſtopt, to look 
At one Trip, o'er the Herring: root? 


MNethinks, thy Time were better ſpent, 
If thou (from Europe's Fate, unbent) 


| Bore Spams! when you might add to it | 


Several Occaſions. 77 
adſt ſung, in Lines and Numbers ner, 
ow Ad——N, thy Friend withdrew - 

rom Cocł- pit Cares, to Holland - Houſe, 

From State-Intrigues to cheer his Spouſe z, ; 


o all things Elegant and Quiet, 
His Chambers, Coun — ss, and his Diet. 


Or, what if you'd. inform the Town, 
hat Things, of wonderful Renown, | 
And Nature ſtrange, are to be ſeen 
In Bow-Street at the Pillars Green ? 
Told, where the Half- "Mas lives, who can do 
More then compleateſt Wage ? 
dung Winſ anly, ſo aur tor Water 2 
Or blaz' d abroad f the Ee kus ? 
«ok 1 

Theſe had been Subjetts, 2 fit, 
To ſuit thy Talents, and thy Wit: 
But ris ill judg'd, in Four-Foot Rhime, 
To handle Matters ſo Sublime. 
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8 POEMS op 


What! He who came from Thames and Tis, 
In ſinging 87 —PE, and his Criſis, 
The Play and Plot, at once, to ſpoll, 


By Dapper, Lean, Laconis Tata ian 
| 100 Dan inseln ego 
© — 8 ws 


Not ſo, of late, thy Lyre Ow 31 
When, in Heroics high, you ſung 
A Man of God; who had the Grace 
To Fire the World; #1 making E Fee 


Several Occaſions . 79 


9115 >} 03. fat 01. Wan 621% ons 18H 
Hi Excellency the. Earl of Cado- 
gan's PUBLICK ENTRY. at the 
Hague, May 28. 1718. being Hu 
moſt Sacred Majeſty ing 1 
Birth- Day. 8 | "© 15 1q 


Fafa Ducis vivent : Operoſag, Gloria Rerum. Ovid. 
e 34. 52992 30 # # 4x * £ 4 : : 4 


* 14 


UROR 4: Goddeb of the Puryle Mora, 
With. Bluſhes gay, thy op'ning, Light adorn ; 
and Thou, Great. k Plaus, dart thy brighteſt Ray, 
Shine all the God, and grace, this Glorious Day. 

For, lo! ! in pompous Embaſſage, we briog 

The Greateſt H ERO,, from. the Greateſt K I NG. 


] | His 


Contrading Monarchs, and make Europe ſmile, 
| None 1 like Himſelf, thro? long Experience wie 


His Sieges never Raid: His Battles never Lf. 


Riſe on his Actions, and enjoy his Fame. 


80 POEMS or 
His Mater? form'd alone to reconcile 


19S, 

+ 
ck Succeſs from growing Schemes to riſe, 
He! who, when new to Arms, to form the 
Ilad Will's Cave and Conduct for his Plan: 
Who, rip'ning therice to Glory, Year by Year, 
:Copy?d: AM x Lins ou ln his Arts of V4 


Immortal MA K L 0 GH ho alone canbol 


TY - Succeed Thy Sire, thou great adopted San, 


— — —u— ” 


Witneſs tc to all the Glories he has won; 
Oh his high Pedeſtal erect thy Na ame, '£ 


Thou! Thou! art Hs whom Belgias Crowds to Da 
With Joy behold, and lead thy ſplendid Way; 
A Day ! ! which gave (crown'd by the auſpicio 
GEORG Etothe World, Cabo Ax tothe Ka 


CH LO 


Several Occaſions. 81 


5 2 1 DURDSS: SSS 


1 75 2838888 D 44-444: 
„%% 


3H +: R 8 W 903 25 
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LOE to Mr. TICK ELI. 
OCCASIONED By His 


Avignon-L EELIEN 


s 


HEN, curious, you peruſe this Female Strain, , 
And read my Letter oer and o'er again; ; 
our various Judgment &'er you, haſty, make, 
uud point out this, and dwell on that Miſtake; 
n every Page, a Noun or Verb miſ⸗ plac'd, 

ind all the Rules, Grammarians teach, effac'd ; 


member, Sir, my Verſes are your Crime, 


Cioll : 
[Fas 


was he, who made me Loyal, made me Rhime. 
tate Wat 34 | 


OB G E'er 


———————— iE > — <—_—___ —— 


POEMS: on 


* 
* 


| Fer, yet, my Female Studies I declin'd, An 
| And to the Prief and Poſ-bey turn'd my Mind; 
When Tea, at Noon; the Ace of Hearts, at Night 
And Flattery often pleas'd, and often Spight ; 
My.caſy Minutes, 'undifturb'd with Care, An 
In Indolence I passed, *twixt Play and Pray'r; 
Content, with Skill, to patch, or flirt a Fan; | 
Heedleſs of News, and thoughtleſs, ev'n, of Mani 
But the broad Doctor, bellowing, from-afar, Be 
The ſpiritual Horrors of a Palpit-War, 

1 liſted Voluntier, and ſought Succeſs 
By every Woman's Wile, by Look, by Dreſs; 
I wrote, Iread, 1 ſung, I danc'd, I play'd, 
And curs'd the Viſit, which no Convert made; 
In which a Whig I cou'd not, ſmiling, fave, 
Or frown a ſtiff Schiſmatick to his Grave. 


Oh! had not KR by thy alas Tongue 
Harmonious Poet! been, ſo ſweetly, ſung ; 
| | i 
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gill I had liv'd deceiy'd, inur'd to Lies, 
And liſten'd {till to Prieſts and Prodigies. 
Bleſs'd ! be thy Verſe ; thy Verſe! whoſe ſacred Pow'r, 
Alone, a Woman-Bigot cou'd reſtore; - 

May all my Sex proclaim thy juſt Applauſe ! 
ind praiſe thy Wit, and aid thy glorious Cauſe! 


How long ſhall Dulneſs, dreaming God! ſuſtain, 
In this fair Iſland, his inglorious Reign? 
Behold ! what Pranks he plays; behold him range, 
The darling Deity, around the Change; 

Where Pun-full Miſers jeſt, and cheat, and cant, 
And wallow in the Riches, which they want. 
dee! how his awful Godhead does diſpence 

At Child's, and Wil's, his ſolid Influence 

How! willy. whifps P—e's Senſes quite aſtray ; 
And ſheds his whole collected Force on G—y! 
How puzzles pert Ar 's Learned Head; 
Who, tho? to Retipe's and Pulſes bred, | | 
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His former Studies, dozing, now reverſes, - 


Writes A Crack Puns, and Clubs for Fa. 
( 


A 


With Grief! his far extended Power I view; 
With Grief behold a fribbling, wittling Crew, 
With borrow'd Ribaldry diſtreſs the Town, 
And teize us, ev'n with Dulneſs, not their own; 
With far-fetch'd Pun, and with Conundrum vile 
They blend the lofty Language of our Iſle ; 
Invert, and ſtrain, and torture harmleſs Words, 
To form a Gibberiſh, worſe, than Neeve's Record; 
Pumping for Grabſtreet Jokes, in Council ſit, 
And blaſt their Mother- wag for want Chat | 

Riſe, ' Ad—7, exert thy Muſe's Charms, 
Quit the ſoft Scenes of Love, and War- L's Arm 
Convince the wondring World, that George's Rei 
Is not condemn'd to Folly, and to Gain. 
Thus each Alloy diſclosd, by thy pure Ore, 
Bombaſt ſhall paſs for Sterling Wit no more. 


\ 
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Nor David's Poetry, inſpir d, ſublime, 
> obſcenely ſhock in batbarous, doggrel Nute. 
7 Let generous Garth relax his God-like Care; 
 MHimſelf, while ſaving others, let him ſpree; 

That, when good-natur'd Spleen diſturbs his Mind, 
Ine a Relief, from Poetry = find. 


Let Philips too reſume his Rural Strain, 


And Congreve (ſilent long) freſh Laurels gain; 
— more ny ""_ write « atid Welped chyſe 
Ind thou, ol favour'd Youth, whoſe tuneful Art 
ich Love of Verſe, cou'd warm a Female Hearr, 
m” rge the great Dictates, which cy Breaſt inflame, 


onſult thy Country, and conſule thy Fame. 


Rev 
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Sir RICHARD STEELE 


On his new PLAY, call'd, . 


The Conſcious Lovers 
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| yo my yFriend this haſty, honeſt pril 
Kind, to accept, tho ſent i in humble Lays 


—  - a = 


Long Love and Friendſhip warm my faithful Hear 
And Love and Friendſhip know. no Rules of Art 
Much has the Stage bemoan d the abſent Muſe 1 
His Aid the * God did long refuſe. 


Several Occaſions. 287 
No Plot (but at the Tower) is to be ſeen; q 
The Players from Act to Act, from Scene to Scene, 


In ſenſeleſs Guiſe, do hurry, talk and move, 


play idle Tricks, and make unmeaning Love: 

Raiſe awkward Hopes, or ſhew ill-grounded Fears, 
L. Or when they force a Smile, offend our Ears: 

And, if in Buskin dread the Stage is trod, 


While Princes Rave or Die, Spectators Nod. 


— Bur you, my Friend, auſpicious to the Age, OT. 
Refine our Nations, and Reform the Stage. ö 
Your Conſcious Lovers to our View have brought, WI 
Whatever Terence writ, or. Horace taught; 

So proper, fo polite is All that's ſaid: onen 
What pleaſes ſeen, will pleaſe us more when read. 
I Ofeldand Wille, the Hearing charm d and Sight, 
ue Twas Steele the Underſtanding did delight. 


True 
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True was the Conduct, eaſie was the Thread, 
| Which; thro' the Drama's winding Labyrinth led. Ir 


| 00 Ws: 

Let futute Bards, from Thee, be taught the Rule, MA: 

2 To raiſe Five Acts, without a vicious Fool: Wc 
To blend with Virtue ſtill their Comick L, 


To make the Lover True, and Chaſte the Wife. Wr 


But oh! what Joy ſurrounds thy honeſt Heart, Ir. 

To ſee ſo well approv d each iabour d Part; 
All the Fatigue of Writing, Wrack of Brain, 1 
To Think, and then expreſs the Thought again, ir 
And the whole Stretch of Fancy, Judgment, Wit, Ne 


To make all new, and moving that is writ; s 
| Reward, from this Reflection finds alone, | 
At once Tue profited, and pleas d the Town. In 
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Thus Phydias with tranſported Eyes ſurvey d 


be beauteous Virgin, which his Hands had made; 
MWurveying he forgot the Mallets Blows, 
le, Wand all the Toils, which from the Chiſel roſe; 


Forgot the Labours of the Rough-hewn Stone, 


Ind all the various Forms it had put on; 
Ere the Embryo Marble, made Adult by Art, 
rew up, chro' juſt Degrees, from Part to Part, | F 
| 
| 
| 


To ſuch Perfection, that another Stroke 
ad given it Breath, and it had mov'd and ſpoke. 

The Intenſeneſs of his Mind he now laid by, | 
Ind all the watry Piercings of his Eye; | 
leaſed to behold the finiſh'd piece, he ſaid, | | 
ail! my New-born, my beauteous Heavenly Maid! 
hy Form ſhall pleaſe each keen and skilful Eye, | Wii 
Ind no Beholder ſhall a Flaw deſcry ; 10 il 
ut chiefly ſhale thou pleaſe the fineſt Taſte ; 
hus ms is Fair, Diana Fair and Chaſte. | 
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On . * 
N others, Sorrow Beauty's Force diſarms, 
I But gives new Luſtre to Martillas Charms. 
When 4 behold her Eyes her Grief diſplay, 
And, thro' Affliction, Beauty work its Way; 
My anxious Soul, alternate Paſſions move, 
And my Heart melts with Piry and with Love; 
The pleaſing In, at once, I curſe and bleſs, 
At once, enjoy and feel the ſad Diſtreſs. 
Weep, lovely Virgin! weep awhile, and ſhow 
How many | Graces to your Cares you owe. 
Fach common Nymph, may 7 boaſt the Power to kil 
When proſperous Fortune aids her cruet Will; 
But you, alone, tho drown'd in Tears, deſtroy, 
177 yout Grief victorious as your Joy. 


ON 
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ON A by 
Meſa MISTRESS 
From BUCHANAN. 1 


EL L, then! my gentle, Night- piece Maid, 
Moſt we ſtill love, in Maſquerade ? = 
Is it ordain'd, by Fate, and Thee, I 


I neer that Magic Face ſhall ſee ? 

Unfir ſhall Noon, as Midnight, prove 
To bring to Light the Nymph I love? ? 
Kill, of Relief, "ſhall T deſpair, t, 
And ſigh before an abſene Fair? _— | 7 5 2 | 


* 


of 1 981% eee 200! 
What! ſhall I kiſs, embrace and toy, 


Yet never know who gives the Joy? 


ON 
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A Fairy. Maid! ſhall I careſs, 
Whom, 1 4 not, and do, poſſeſs 2 


Tl not take Oldfield to my Arms, 


Unleſs I view bright Ol4feld's Charms: 


No! better, fancy d Beauties trace 


In Margaretta's open Face. 


Forlorn and wretched may ſhe prove, 
Who, in the Dark, diſguiſes Love! 


Now ! by Thy-ſelf, by every Grace, 
| Which ſhines in thy Authentic Face, 

And by thoſe Eyes, I Thee conjure; 
Thoſe Eyes which mine to Love allure; 
01 give my longing Sight to ſee, 
Your real Self, whate er you be. 


Wor 


Bu 
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our very Self to ſee, Lask; 


our Self, ny Love, and not your Mask. 


Let me but know what *tis I love, 
A patient Lover I will prove 


Of any Nymph ; for Pm not nice; 
But Vertue, Hid, is conſtrued Vice. 


If Miſs but Licks, 'in Colours faint, 
Men ſwear ſhe's daub'd, all o'er, with paint; 


And when ſhe treats her Face, with Art, | | 
They nauſeate every other Part. 
For Minds, with jealous Fears, accurſt, 
Brought to ſuſpe&, ſuſpe& the worſt. 
Your Features ſhare not in the Foil, - A 
Which ſhades the Nymphs on Africs Soil; 
Lou hung upon no tawny Breaſt; | 
No thick- -bppq Black your Mother ed: 


— 


out 
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Thy freſh Complexion, White and Red, 
In Backs, declare Thee born and bred. 


But, what if (Black as -poliſh'd Jet) 

Thy Sire, Thee (Blacker) did beget ; 

Yet, black, you might ſome Paſſions move ; 

All Colours have their Friends in Love. 

At leaſt, 2 frank and honeſt Mind, 

When Colour fails, will make Men kind. ( 


i ng | 
With me, Simplicit ies alone, 
For want of Fifty Charms, atone. 
The native Ruby let me kiſs; 

Io Priefts I leave the painted Blifs. 
Let Prieſts deſire ungenuine Charms, P, 
And court Delufion to their Arm; T 
| They love Deceits, tho" neer ſo many, 

And boaſt Religion, without any. | 


AT 
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CLAUDIANS 
Old Man of VERO NA. 


Leſt ! Husbandman, whoſe frugal Hands have 
| tl 
(His Life's Imployment) his Paternal. Field! 
The Cottage and the Roof that did behold 


His Infant Years, now ſee him very Old : 


Propp'd on his Staff, he numbers o'er, intent, 
The many Years within that Cottage ſpent. 


With Fortune did he never wiſh to roam, 


Nor ever wandered from his peaceful Home ; 


AN 
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Nor fear d Sea Storms, nor heard th' Alarms of War 
Nor the hoarſe Wrangling of the noiſy Bar. 


) 
1 


Rude to the World, and Stranger to its Care, 
He breathes, in open Skies, untainted Air. 


By Seaſons, only, he computes the Tear, 
Flowers ſhew the Spring, and Fruits the Autun 
An the lame Field, at Work he do's ſurvey 1 
The riling Sun, and marks his ſetting Ry ( 
: And his 15 Labour meaſures out the Day. 
5 Tall ſturdy Oaks, but ſlender Twigs he knew; 
| He and the Foreſt Old together grow 


Ne tar to "I bleſ Abode Peron 3 
Yet diſtant, Penis, to him, as India's Lands. 
Benacus Lake, which glads his N eighbourhood, 
He counts remoter er chan the he Perf Flood. 


. 
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Yall Mean Time the Hale, old Sire delights to ſee. 
f Grandſons a long vig 'rous Fragen. Cie 


* 7 x 
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wo Rambles, 26 knows Fatigue and Noiſe 3 
u Home, who reſts contented, Life enjoys. 


6» — „ * 


Mea 


* — 


_EPITAPH 


| 8 ON 
Sir 70 HN ED GA 


OT far from hence, lies Honeſt Dick ; 

Who dy'd Alive, was buried Quick. 
No Turf he brought, no Stone he rear'd ; 
For on him all Duke lies hard. 


1 \ 
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Stops, Travle,.or tightly bound 
Over th Inchadtel, Fairy Ground ; 
Nor with unhallow'G witty Laſhes 
Diſturb the angry Heròs Aſhes : 
Who as he liv*d, juſt ſo he dy'd, 
Free from Fear, and full of Pride; 
And off he went, in his own Strain, 


Spwearing, he d ſoon return again. 


Several Occaſions. 


Danae fair, impriſon'd Maid, 

ad not Venus, leagu'd with Fove, 

ak'd, with Showers of Gold, her Love: 
he God Intire a Bribe became, 

owin his Paſſage to the Dame. 


Thus, undermin'd by powerful Gain, 
i6us, trembling, watch'd in vain; 
rain, well chain'd his wakeful Guard, 
d Gates and Towers of Braſs prepar'd : 


HOR. L1s. III. OD E T6. 


AR K, Night Intrigues had ne'er betray'd 


H 2 Towers, 


oo POEMS. or 
Towers, ev'n of Braſs, defenceleſs prove, 
Where Gold à Parley beats to Love: * 


Gold ! forces thro the ſtrongeſt Guards, uſt 
And ſtealz its way theo? cloſeſt Wards: il 
Gold penetrates the op'ning Rock, 

Which ft ood the Thunder's piercing Shock. * 
victims to Gold, and direful Gain, are 
The Augur, and his Race, were ſlain. 
And Hoſtile Gates, themſelves unbar, 
In crafty Philip's Golden War : 

By powerful Bribes, he tames his Foes, 
By Bribes! his Rival Kings o'erthrows. 


O'er rough Sea - Captains Gold prevails; 
To Gold they yield, and ſtrike their Sails. 


Yet Care alloys the heap'd-up Ore, 
Care! and endleſs Thirſt of more 
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Mecænas! bleſs'd with every Grace, 
ory of th* Equeſtrian Race; 
uſtly I dread, leſt flattering Fate 


iſe me high in Pomp and State. 


Vain Equipage of Wealth! Adieu; 
arewel, ye Miſers, famiſh'd Crew ! 
0 honeſt Cynics Il repair, 

ith whom, tis Vertue to forbear : 
ho think it Greatneſs, to with-hold 
heir Appetites from Love of Gold; 


ut think it Greater to expend 


hatever Life, a-while, may lend, 

0 make Life bleſs*d, and chooſe t' o'erlook | ' 
creaſing Debtor in their Book, 4 
ather than gain the South - Sea Store 
ad hide it, gain'd, and ſtill be Poor. 


0 3 While 
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While a few Acres I.poſſcfs, 1 © 
Which pureſt Springs, and Riv'lets, bleſs; 


While my due Crop the Seaſons bring, 
I envy not the Libyan King. 


Tho? in my Casks Calabria's Wine, 
And that which flows from Formia's Vine, 
By Old Age are not Racy made; 

And tho in Wooll I drive no Trade; 


Let J am free from craving Want, | lo 


And more Mecenas, ask d, would grant. 


Thus, unexpenſive, I can pay,.. - 0 


Each diff' rent Tax without Delay; 0 
More Happy, than if Phrygia's Crown, Th 


And Lyat's too, were both my own; 
Who covet Want. Thrice bleſsd! where Heav'n, 
Tho? Little, jet Enough has given. 
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P ETTT! you're Pretty, 'tis allow'd.; \\ 
Betty ! your Shape is wond*rous good ; 

fur MANNER is not reckon'd.ill : = 

lowre Vertuous, Rich; you've Wit at Will. 

Let, pretty Beſs, I muſt ſay for you, j 

oft Folk diſlike, and ſome abhor you: 

ow! how this comes to paſs, dear Beſs, 

ſhe Devil's in't if you can't gueſs, © 
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. : boon evorhn! . 
ND ER This ""_ poor: Polis dess; 
Tb Micę wejoice, the Maſter, weeps:: . 
Freakiſh he was, and full of Play; 
Prey'd all the Night; Parr's all the men | 
Stop, Traveller ! g ſad. Difaftes 
1s Paskin's Death tofs nar; 
But, I muſt ſay no more of That, 
Leſt Grief ſhould kill Him, for has Cat. 
Howe'er, to give them Both-their Due, F. 
Since Whittington, the Worldades ae C 
Kind, Maſter f 0 Trwe, | 
| A FAM 
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To His ExCBLLENCY e 


Charles Earl of Sunderland, 


ONE OF THE 


Lor de-] PRICES: of ENGL AN De 
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Oaded, my Lo , with Cares of Stare; BY | 
Prefs'd by the Wealthy and the Great; WE 

Fg for George and Britain's Good; 

Crown'® WR ors tho? much 7 2 


\ Poſt | 
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Poſt- .pone your Toil: Deign to peruſe 
The lirle Levities, a Muſe, 


Not ober- gay, at preſent ſends, 


& i 8 = 
A | 
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To make You ſmile, and pleaſe Your Friends. 


*Tis no New T hing for Bards, with 18 
In 128 to addreſs . 
Without being thought Unbred or Rude: 

Verſe muſt be very bad t intrudde. 
This was the conſtant | 18875 of Horace, be 


Conſider well, before you write. 
Important a are his Lordſhip" 5 Hours; "FR 


* a; I BB. 


Not | Vuide and Humorous, like yours: 
The Fate of. Empires i is His Care; 1 
A%Glgous Peace or Laveful War! 1 


n 


5 , =. ® ” „ * 4 
1 
- a *% 


] His 85 adgment” s good; refimd his Taſte. 
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And others (whom you” ve read) before us. 


But ftop, . 5 Fight - 


Beſides your muſt not write in a Haſte; "=P" 


poli- 


"_”_ PVEr at VICCH Ons. 


li- 


politeſt Learning; brighteſt Wit; 


Whatever with Applauſe, is Writ; 
Whether recorded be the Lore 

In Ancient Archives duſty Store 

Or, whether to the Height are brought 
Sciences by Modern Thought) 

Theſe are His Favourites; and, of Courſe, 


His Converſations can't be worſe. 


Think T, theſe Thoughts are Juſt and True ; 
A Letter from Kjznſale won't do: 


Cloudy's the Climate, Poor the Land; 
Verſe thrives not on the barren Sand: 


Forc'd | too from Town; nay, baniſh'd quite; 


lt is impoſſible to write! 


But, if I write, what ſhall I fay ? 
An Iriſh Tale! — Once 08.4 Day, &c. _ 
No, No! Be wiſe, fink, for this Time, 


Thy Love for SUNDERLAND. and Rhime. 
What 


— enn 
What it to Him, that at Kjaſale 
Our Clarets bad, and Worſe our Ale? 
Or, that our Rum and Brands Good, 

As &er was tipp'd; or fir'd Mens Blood? 
And that there is no cheaper Thing 


It muſt for certain, be amiſs, 
8 To ſend ſuch trifling Stuff as this: 

| To tell him, That the Folk in Town, _ 
For want of War, are quite undone; 
That they have no Eſtates in Lands; 


How. Haddocł ſnarls at Griſ Bern; 


, | op” Jerry laughs from Six t' Eleven; 
| 8. moſt Men live at Six and Seven. 
i In ſhort, The Humours ol this — 
| . Piccadilly will not down : 
N either the Billiagſgate of Sly; 
Nor the dry Jokes of Bowler Ai 


Sold in this Town ? -d bleſs the Ring! 


| And that their Time hangs om their Hands: 


And 


— — —_—_— 
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And if I ſteer Xilalla- Courſe, | ;. 
That Journal will be worſe and worſe. 


Think then I mu}, before I Write: 
And ſo bethinking what t' indite ; 
I found, in this corrected Age, 
Our Diction Chaſte, and Juſt our Rage; 
I found the Wits were ſtricly taught 
Propriety of Stile and Thought: itt $ 
And ſtraight on choiceſt Modern Rhime, | £ 
Imploy'd my curious, well-ſpent Time ! 
For, truly, of the Claſſct- kind, = | 
Little in our Old Bards, I find, j . 


| To ADoisonNnlT firſt apply'd ; 5 AY | 
Poet, and Orator befide! 

Much his Great Name to Juſtneſs owes : 

When higheſt ſwell'd, he ne'er o'erflows; _ 1 
And when the dangerous Deep he ſnuns, 7 {if 
And Tho' Low, yet Clear and Sweet he runs: 
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Cool Judgment tempers Hotteſt Fire: 


Art guides, what Genius does inſpire. 


While Gaz TH, with Labour, ſtrives to pleaſe, 
Por x verſifics with perfe& Eaſe : 
While Por x, in Female Softnefs, ſhines, 
G AR TH languiſhes in Manlier Lines. 
Both have their Beauties; Both excel! 
In Thinking, and in Writing well. 


ol 
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Prx:tie's Toe read: He's Pure, he's Terſe; 0 
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| — Sound is his Senſe, and ſmooth his Verſe. H 
Ah! would he court the Groves again; H 
And charm, ane w, th admiring Swain ! H 
Again, frequent the Muſes Throng, - - U 


And finiſh Thule's Heav'nly Song! 


Pue read too (not without Delight 


What TiCXxELL, and what WERLSsTED write; 


— 


Nature“ 
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Nature's own Beauties they purſue; * 
Their Stile Corre&; their Manner New, 511 088 


This when I'd done, with ſtricteſt Care, | 
Iſtopt my own vain, fond Career; 8 
And ſaid, None, but the Firſt. rate Wit, 
To ſing my SPENCER can be fit: 
The Noble Blood let ſuch Men ſhow, 
Which, thro' His Purple Veins, does flow ; 
Thoſe Honours, which He does inherit; 
Or Thoſe, which G EO RG E beftows on Merit. 
How (good as Guardian Angels are) 
He reconcil'd the ROTAL PAIR! 


How Faction ſick, nay, dead's become, 
While He adminiſters at Home ! 


And, How all Europe's more at Peace, 


han, ever yet, in Former Days ! 


Yes ! certainly, it muſt be ſo: 
ror theſe High T hemes, my Rhime's too Low, 


I cannot 
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I cannot, muſt not, on them dwell . FOR 
For though, in Mette, 1 might tel, 
(And Metre good) how I withdraw 
To elan, there to go to Law; ;, 
et, ſurely, this will ne'er ſuffice 
Jo ſing the Stateſman Learn'd and Wile ; 
Nor make my Verſe ſwell, to the End, 
With GEORG E's Favourite and Friend: 
And ſo Im in a bad Condition! ——— 
Well: Since I can't Rhime, III Petition. 
My Lon Þ then, that I may conclude, 
(For, being Tedious, is being Rude) 
Make me (to fill my earneſt Wiſh up) 
An Exgliſb Dean, or Iriſ Biſhop, 
And Tour Petitioner will Ever Pray. 
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CHESTER 


Several Occaſions. 


CHESTER TOWN: 


ON IHE 


\xCHERS Delight A BALLAD; || 
To the Tune of Packington's Pound. 
I. 5 
OO D Neighbours, and Friends, pray think it 


„Duo los Thing, 
To hear me deſcant, now, in Praiſe, of our 


Club; 

ay He, who's averſe to't, be Hang'd, in my * | 
11 

Or be daman'd, all his Life-time, to Small- Beer and 


[ 
For, tho? ſome, of late, 


1 


J. At Paſb- pin, do meet, 

nd whipping 2 Top, be the Game of the Great; 

Tet, this is the beſt Club, that ever was en, 
vince Robin Hood's Days,and ſince little John Green. 


J | II. 


TEN 
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II. 
Firſt, then, from the Gods, we derive down our A 
(And, truly, the Exerciſe is moſt Dies” 
For Iris's Bow, s the Firſt Bow, that was made, fo 
Whoſe Mettle, and Uſe, and whoſe Colours, ar 
When Rain ſpoils our — 
Then fair Iris we court, 
Who ſhoots Arrows at Clouds, to keepus from Dirt; Ile 


O the Gallanteſt Club that, &c. 


III. 

The firſt Archer Pll name, is a jolly red Blyth-one, Ar 

And ought not, I'm ſure, to go unregarded; * 

'T is He, as you're told, who mucther'd great Python 

And ſtuck him with Arroms, like a Fowl Larded M 
| And this the bold San, 

When, in Wrath, he had done 


He eat him all up, as ſure as a Gan; 
O the Gallanteſt, &c. 


—— ˙·Wmꝛ ‚— 4 o_ o ne , 
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IV. 
An Archer, moreo'er, was the Son of Juno 5 ll. 
But Pl not ſay much of the Rough God of War, 
For the Son of Venus, the God of Love, you know, 
ate Will pleaſe the proud Ceſtrians better by far; 
1 Who, tho' they do ſnub, 
Sometimes, the Young Cub, 
irt; let he's the Blind Side, of this Amorous Club, 
0 the Gallanteſt, &c. 


ur 
de; 


V. | 
ne, And now, laſt of all, a Celeſtial Dame, 
Shall end the Archers, which I quote, from Above ; 
hor Who, like mortal Ladies, much loved the Game; 
Jed But knew more of the Long · bam, than Courting, if 


[or Love: | 
Diana, I mean, 1 


Who near breathda Vein, 
but liv'd an Old Maid, ſore againſt 10 Grain. 
0 the Gallanteſt, &c. \ {þ 


lone 


I 2 __ "_ 
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VI. 


re Gods then being o'er, let Mortals come in, p 
For ſome Gods upon Earth, were Archers, I trow; 
Thus blind Hannibal at Cannæ did win, ö 
And Great Alexander, where Granic do's flow; 
l Thus Creſſy was won, 
Where Monſieur did run, N 


Being beat with the Bow ; and He' s been by the 
Guns 
O the Gallanteſt, &c. 


VII. 
Sincetheſe,then,were Archers, and Thouſands beſide 
Who for the Profeſſion wou'd not declare? 

Which not only is Antient, but Uſefal beſide, 
As, moſt ſafely, to you, aver now I dare; 

For Bow, well as Phyſic, 

Can cure the Phthiſic, 

And the String of the ſame, him, who for, Love is Sick 

O the Gallanteſt, &c. 


vin 
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VIII. 
f you are for Doſe of Med cine Gymnaſtic, 
And exerciſing all the Body at once; 


Can't you walk with a Bom, as well as with a Stick, 
g And then you imploy Nerves, Veins, ng 
f But no more I'll produce, 
For my Bom, or its Uſe, 
1 But the Beaux of the Club will ſpeak on to chuſe, 


Guns O the Gallanteſt , &c. 


IX. 

The Mayr of the Town, the Firſt Archer is He, 

And Famous he is, for his Sight and his Size ; 
Who, it's thought, very ſoon, a meer Cupid will be ; 


For ſh-. ng, or ſhooting, he winks with both Eyes; 
He draws to the Head, 

Hems, When He ſhoots Dead; 

Put when He ſhoots ih there's much more to be ſaid; 

0 the Gallanteſt, &c. 


. 
\ 


I X. 
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X. 

The next Man to Him, is his bulky Recorder, 

Who can draw a Bill, better much than a Bon; 

But he muft come in, to keep up our Order; 
For we have more Archers, who ſhoot but ſo, ſo; 


25 Yet, when that is done, 
ob | . To's Pipe let him run, 
Her the beſt of the Club, at a Pot and a Pur 
O the Gallanteſt, &c Ali, V ave If 
we ( 
XI. 


An Archer, moreover, is Alderman Price ; 
Who fteers, by his Cards, to Ardmail in the Dark NN 


A Solicitor, too, he is, wonderful Wiſe, ! 
3 - Tho! ſome Authors affirm, he was ne” er 1 | 
FEES of: Who, winning at Whisk, Sil A 

1᷑s jolly and brisk, Sir, 


But otherwiſe frets; hanging Ears, juſt like his C 

Te Players ar Hint, obſerve well the ſame, \ Pe 

Picking Noſe, pulling Wig, ſignifies a Bad Game. 0 
. 5 


—— 8] 
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XII. 
ud now, mongſt the Clergy, after the Red Gown, 
(Whoſe Inſide is bright, tho? their Outſide be dark) 
he General Vicar, his Tackling has laid down, 
Having ſhat all this while, but ne'er hit the Mark; 
But, as for the Sport, 
Tho' he be not for't, 
et, tis well for the Club, they've a Friend, i in the 
0 the Gallanteſt, &c. —— 


; 


XIII. 
ark Make Room for the Charter, he's juſt come from 


[ Cappah, 
You may know, by his Haſte,be ſuits on the Wing; 


red i that as for the bite, He cou'dne'ergive't a Slap-a, 
lerk 
5 J And to ſhoot at a Black, you f ſay, e an odd thing: 


Howe er, for Tit- Bit, 
Cur From Pot, or from Spit, 
here s none, like the Chanter, the Club that can hit, 


0 the Gallanteſt, &c. 


Ma 


7 1 4 XIV. i 
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XIV. 
Parſon Piper, who looks ſo like an Old Sinner, 


| 


i 
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** By Practice in Shooting, the much worſe is grow: 
So that as for the Widow, there's no Hopes he'll wi 
For his Point, more he ſhoots, the more it has 
But, O ! let him fill * 
His Pipe, and fit ſtill; 
All heil ſay tothe Club, *s, They may ſay what they vi 
0 the Gallanteſt, &c. 1535 


| XV. 

But, laſtly, have at the jolly c School. — 

For a goodly and graceful Member i is He ; : 
Who firſt whips a Boy, and then whips a Teſter; 

Who MaF' at the Mark, but Hits an old Tree 

00 08 Now, tho' She of York, 
Did not like his Work, 
| Yet his Point it flies Fn it is of the High Rirt; 
O the Gallanteſt | Clab „Sir, that ever was ſeen, 
Since. Robin Hood's s Days, and ſince Litile 
a 0 


ö 


, 


— — — 


— — — ——— 
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The DEATH of. Lie- 


E. Kindly impart thy Virgin Aid: oe” 
And Mæra, Star! ſo burning bright! 5 <8 
(Her Fayourite once, her Lap-delight) 


RIGONE, Celeſtial Maid! ! 


To Dom due, accept the Verſe, 


And help to grace my Dony's Hearſe, 


er; 
Tree 
rk, 
© 

jr 


en, 


Let Dony, like your Mera, ſline 
An Orb above, ye Pow'rs Divine "if 
he kept Erigone from Harms; To 
e grac d and guarded Chloe's Charms. 


| Mera Gone Q Love did boaſt, 


le 0 Dony was Chloe s Favourite Toaſt: 


err To 


— 
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To him her ſofreſt Things ſhe'd fay ; 
Oft o on her downy Breaſt he lay; 


And oft he took a gentle Nap, 


Upon her Sleep-inticing Lap. 


| Moſt beauteous own'd the Dogs among: 
His Eyes ſo large: His Ears ſo long! 
His Manner Beau; and Belle his Air: 
Mottled and curl'd his lovely Hair. 


Ne'er bark'd awake; nor ford, reclin d; 


—_— , , . 23> -. SC a wa a 


Ne er prov'd indecent from Behind: 

Bred Tip- Top: free from odious Flea; , 

Cou'd take a Pinch; or reliſh Tea: 

Lovd Chick; but then ſo nice was grown, 

The Liver only cou'd go down. 33 
Courteous, yet Chaſte, h'addreſs d the Dames; 
Strutting the Ladies i into Flames; ; 

© Bur, Cupid-like a mean not Blind) 
Fe kill'd, ne er curd the Female Kind, 


04 


— — . — 
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4 


Your Cenſures, ye Profane, forbear ; 
Dony deſerves my ſalteſt Tear: 

My Conſtancy, my Truth's a 
While'T lament the Dog I lov'd. 

Ah Dony, Dony, did you know 
The Grief, the Pain, I undergo; 
Dony you'd ſoon again teturn, 

Nor let your faithful M. ;ftreſs mourn : 
You'd ſoon obey this pious Call; 
Dear, Melitean Animal. 


out 


„ ue eIERI— as — 
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A Certain PREFACE, 


into RHYME. 


pu |? 


INCE Verſes, Reader, _ NA 
"Tis neceſſary, firſt, that you 


E Should know che Reaſons why I writ, 


From Hampſted- Town, this Piece of wir: a 
Trifles, juſt proving Bad or Good, 

As thr are, or are not, underſtood; 

And as for mine, they have this Virtue, 
That, either ways wy will 8 you. 


Ti——H/ and =, feld to ſpend 
An Evening, gay, wich. me theje Friend ; 
Their Mirth to raiſe, and Wit refine, 
Wich mutual Love and ſprightly Wine; 


Choſe 1 


Several Occaſions. | I25 


hoſe Beamy Th——4/ for the Fourth ; -. 
inter! proud, and Man of Worth. 


ut Swift the joyous Hours 50 round, 

With Th— Is Praiſes, chiefly crown'd ; 

pon whoſe Plans, much Time being ſpent ; 
it laſt, T ask*d them What they meant? 
They hop'd (Cr oblige the World, fo wide, 
uud raiſe his Native Country's Pride) 


. [| his Genius, far, wou'd ſtretch ; 
f noble Paintings, form the Sketch; g 1 
gew labour'd Strokes, well-wrought Deſigns; 

Such as glare in theſe my Lines; 

Sew ſomething (not in Touches faint) 

ar exceeding Greenwich Paint ; 

Far! as what here indite 


durpaſſes all I've wrote, or e'er ſhall write. 


As for this Poem, now before you, 
mA Tis part! Epiſtle, partly Story. ; 
To 


_ * — 
| 1 ** 12 
wi 
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Tograce the Fable or the Fiction, 
If Garth's good Senſe, or Pope's good Diction, 
Be wanting, ſure you a'n't ſo blind, 

Ass not to ſee, this was deſign'd; 

Their Beauties ſhine in their own Way, 
And Ovid ſpeaks, in all They fay. 
Since, therefore, I've long toil'd in vain, 


To trace this ſweet Naſonian Strain; 
Il not deſcend (let all Men know it) 
To copy from a Copying Poet. 


And now the Publick muſt excuſe 
A Thing wrote only to amuſe : 
| Brought forth, one Morning, this Hot Seaſon ; 
| And Printed without Rhyme or Reaſon ; 
So Dull, Pm ſure, it can't offend ; 
Deſerves no Foc ; can have no Friend. 


And yet ſo fowr, ſo ſharp, 's Mankind, 
Some Critic, Bigot, Fop, may find 


Strange 


Several Occaſions. 

range Things, of wicked, dire Intent ; 

ho, Heaven knows, I nothing meant, 
ut innocent, poor, harmleſs Lays : 


t leaſt, no Envy, if no Praiſe. 
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The POEM Tranſoers d. 


PH—LL! what Miracles can You, 
By Force of Magic Pencil, do ? 

hat Dead-Men, on your Canvas, tell, 

uſe into Life, Majeſtical ? 

ind then ne'er die, but live t? adorn 


The Rooms of People yet unborn. 


Or, is your Mind ingag d in Flights, 
ind guided, as the Maggot bites? 
cre's a fine Piece begun, I trow, 


ind there is one in Embryo : 


128 > O E. M 8 4 
If 't thus be, Th l, pray month ha 
The Pertneſs of a Siſter Muſe ; Ti 


Who muſt pretend to greater Skill, 
And can work Miracles at Will: 

Witneſs this Legend, which I ſend 
To thee, my C ovent-Garden Friend ; nd 


About a Beauteous, ſickly Saint, els 


Which when you've read, you'll know what's in or 
Thus, 15, I (Elate, proud Elf) 

Am pleas'd (if you're pleas'd) with My-ſelf; 
And muſt be ſo, till better Weather, 

And Fortune bring us both together. 


Then P'll out-do whate'er Pve writ 
Of Learning, Politicks, or Wit; 
\ And we will club our tertile Brains, 

[| To puzzle out high, Tragic Strains ; 
Wl Such as, you know, we can produce 
| For Poor, but Honeſt, Richos Uſe. 
Happy! if T: | 
A Minute from the Common- weal; 


can but ſteal 


int 


Several Octaſibns. 
han whom, no Soul can be Welcomer, 
t Craggs* { not trembling nor at Hamer 
id, if 1g ſhould claſp his Grade, 
nd, with ready Wit, invade us; 

jould he but let th* Agri ans teſt; + 

nd crack, in Engliſh plain, a Jeſt ; 


e me! the the Town would all adore us! 
or Pope, nor Philips, ſtand before us. 


ch Friends! C lear Souls ! wit hout Diſguiſe, 
over. gay, not | over-wiſe, 
ould make the Hours, with Joy, rowl on, 
om Thirſty Nine, to Moiſter ne. 


: — 
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Whoſe leſt "Addreſs to God Alm—ty, 
Is the Jews Jen My 0 Good Night Oye. 


Submits to That of good red Claret. 


And drinking, 


Tobacco! in his? Mouth, | tha 


Os « Norfolk p A R 8 0 N 


A N. 
* HI &s nielq es 


L 


Sing the Man of Noll Clergy, -* 
Who every Night, ſnores, loud his Dinge; 


Ar te | 
eO 1Wyul v0 q 4 UC 


His Fleſh is willing, but his Spirit 


Tobacco is his pl Incenſe, 

Leki * Pray in his Senſe. 
hy dan Corſe 

So daily offer'd, milky Amends Sir, 

For all his Faults; as Want of Thinking, 


And Throat untuneful, dry with Drinking) 


— 


A, 
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ind many more, which, not for Want on 
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ww 


| Rhyme, we do not now deſcant on; 
rt *cauſe it is our Will and Pleaſure, 


o name em at ſome other Leiſure. 
= 1 FD — — N | — 


01 a Big- belly d Lady, who fell above the 
Middle m the Water. 

AK E Courage Madam, ti an old thing, 

When Ladies Tongues are given to ning; ; 

Ir, when Yother End oth? Dame, > 

burns, with too petulant a Flame, 

1 Water, deep, the Parts to cover 

. nd duck the Termagant, all over. 

e. I hen a 

But you have met that Fate by Chance, — 5 


lo which their Merits them advance. 


K 2 
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The Happy ! Infant, that you bear, 
Shall prove, more than her Mother, Fair ; 
O! more than mortal Fair ſhall be, 
80 early riſing from the Sea: 
ke Beauty's Goddeſs, who did come 
From the ſame cold and watry Womb. 


Or, if*t be Male, the Caſe more plain is, 
Some Admiral, or Duke of Venice : 
Or, Fat State · holder (tis no matter) 
I He'll be, and ever love Strong-Water. 


©, The Sun, who, when his Courſe is ſped, 
- Prh? Ocean, nightly, ſteeps his Head, 

| 4 Had Fortune o d him ſo good Hap, 
As, in Kjnſale, that N ight to Nap, 

| Refuſing, more abroad to peep, 

With you had, ever wiſh'd to lep. 


7 
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383883 NING: 333 388888. 
2 DE e 


AN 


EPIST LL 


In Iriſh Parſon, of a ſmall Benefice, re- If 


ſolved to Irve in London. 


— — 
— 


— — 


— 


Heu! fuge crudeles terras, et littus avarum. 


VIR G. 


IN CE you're reſolv'd, Dear Sir, t'abandon, 
” Our South-Weſt Coaſt, and live in London; 
There, in your Coach, to make a Figure, 
(Your Purſe and Belly ner the bigger) 
Conſider, well, th* important Step, 
and Look, I pray, before you Leap. 


| K 3 Suppo- 
A \ 1 


%J » 
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Suppoſig, then, Remitted clear 

Three hundred Pounds, my Friend, a Year, 
(A pretty! Income, near the Fort, | 
To make one eaſie, and thank God for? DI 
But, if I am not ill. inſtructed, | 
Exchange, on Bills, being firſt deducted; 
The Proctor next, then Curate paid, 

There is not ſo much to be had. 

DeduQ, too, Tyth of Pigs and Geeſe ; 
Some Fiſh ſome Eggs; and Things like theſe; 
Which (with Book-Daes) I dare aver it, 


Would pay your Annual Charge of Clarer ; 


Suppoſe, again, then, which is true, 
Inſtead of Three, but Hundreds Two: 
Are you, ſo much, Sir, 1a the Dark yet, . 
To think this Sum will go to Market, 
Twelve, Months; without your being undone, 


Where every Thing's ſo dear, in London ? 
Dee U | 


W here, 
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Where, it confounds the Deepeſt Sages, | 

o pay Houſe-Rent and Servants Wages: 
To lay in Coals, both ſmall and great, | 
Which keep you warm, and dreſs your Meat: 
Where great Eſtates away are ſwept, q 


By running in the Tradeſmens Debt. 


Believe me, Sir, *twill never do there: 

onſider Baker firſt, then Bremer; 

ickles and Samce, whene'er you Dine; 

Dram, and Glaſs or Two of Wine! 

hith thouſand Taxes, they Amerce one, 
0Starve the Poor, and Glut the Parſon. 
Beſides! your Friends make conſtant Sport on 

fre- thouſand Pounds! your Engliſh n f 

ind ſay, in ſhort, youre 13 Bit; as 1 

ad better ta en an Iriſb Tit, | 

th half Five hundred; and ſtaid here 

owake and ſleep, ſecure f and cheer 

K 4 | 


| Crt 


1 


E Your Heart with cheap or unbought Faod ; 
Ana jave your Soul, By doing Good. 


Behold ! the Pleaſures of K;»ſale ! 
French Claret ! neat. Pure Iriſb Ale! 
Freſh Fiſh ! accounted ſo inviting! 

From largeſt Cod, to ſmalleſt Whiteing. 
And Turboz boiPd ! Delicious Food! 
And Tarbot ſous d! ſo wondrous Good! 


(hence Mary will immortal be, 6 
Whilſt Turbots can be brought from Sea!) 

| Or Pilcher, in freſh Butter dreſt ; 

Or Pilcher dry'd ; it-ſelf a Feaſt ! \ 

Or freſheſt Eggs, with ſalteſt Ling; 1 


Ta paſs by many other Thing; | 
And ſoPll end my Irib Story, | 

Both Caſes being laid before ye., 
S110 3 USY Ts 85 | 


To Mrs, A. B. 


J Hat! Genius can deſcribe Fair Auna's Mind? | ö 
What! Pencil Paint, to Anna's Beauty join'd? 
Her Eyes are lovely, as the Rays of Light; 68 
We look Enamour'd, and we court the Sight. 
Nature her Lips adorn'd, with choiceſt Care, 
And painted every Balmy Sweetneſs there. 
How clean her Shape ! how delicate her Waſte! 
They court our Arms, and ſue to be embrac'd. 


* 
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Behold her move] behold the graceful Mien, 5 
Like that of Venus, by Æneas ſeen, 


Dancing 
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Dancing! ſhe courts your Eye, and makes you ſwear, rec 
1 is the 3 A Heavenly Air. (lik 


* ' & 3 * * 0 1 
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ver! all theſe 8 An an5hauſie Store! | 
Thel rare, unrivall'd Charms, which all adore, 
Fn not with Her Soul ; That nobler Part! 
Her Cherab Soul, Her large extended Heart. 


How fair her Mind!! her Mindexcels her Eyes; 
AA a Senſe, her Beauty yields the Prize P 


And o echer Adr Prudence, fil, preſides. 
Her Looks, her Geſtures, and her Thoughts are gay, 


No wanton Follies, which light Minds imploy, 
Ting her pace Mirth, or mingle, wich her Joy. 


4 
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er Conduct Uniform and Juſt, we ſee, 
Alike from Levity, Or Stiffneſs free. 
Nor with Cenſorious Malice is alloy'd ; 
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The Tunbridge BE AUTY. 1 718. 


AIR Village! Pride of ent! Regret no more, 
Thy Dearth of Beauty, and thy Triumphs o'er; 
No longer to thy Rocks and Hills proclaim 
Thy faded Honours, and thy leſſen'd Fame; 


New Glories are reſerv'd to grace thy Plains, 
New Viſions to alarm thy wondring Swains: 
Uplift thy Head, ſalute the youthful Year, 

And ſmile, to ſee the promis'd Bleſſing near; 
The op'ning ; Noſſoms, and the growing Spring, 
Fair Cloe, to thy happy Walks, ſhall bring: 
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Her Vertue, nor her Beauty, ftain'd with Pride. 
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Fair Cloe, to thy happy Walks and Thee, 

What Venus ta her Cyprus was, ſhall be. 

Again renown'd in Fame, ſhall Tunbridge prove 
The Scat of Beauty, and the Land of Love, 

Behold in every Face a glad Surprize ! 

Sge ! Love Re-lights his Torches from her Eyes! 
Soft melting Cares her new-ſeen Charms impart, 
And kindle Flames, in each Beholder's Heart. 
Each Day! ſhall ſhe extend her fatal Power, 
And ſwell her Conqueſts, each triumphant Hour. 
All Tanbridge ſhall, at length, in Love expire, 


Like Magazines, which, from oze Spark, take Fire, 
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The Mournſul SHEP HER DESS. 
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| PASTORAL 


INCE Death! whoſe Shafts, at Random, ain 


e.  (deftroy, (AW 
Has robb'd my Breaſt, of all its promis'd Joy, th 


| 
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Since Damon 's Eyes are clos'd in endleſs N icht. 


And never more ſhall bleſs my raviſh'd Sight; 
Let me ! on this green Turf, reclin'd, complain, 
And feed with conſtant Sighs my penſſue Pain. 
Here, let my Eyes, with Tears inceſſant, flow, 


And pay their Debt of everlaſting Woe. | 
My Soul to Sorrow, here, I will ſubdue, | Mi 
rhe And make my Wounds, each Moment, bleed anew ! 1 | 


Let ſhall not ſleep the Anguiſh of my Mind; 


0 Davey? 01 the $6 / all vine „ Ye 
ich what a fiedfaſt rief I mourn for Thee: I 


ch Silver Stat, chat twiakles i in the Sky, 1 


Shall ſee me weep, each Grove ſhall hear me ſigh 


My weatied Powers, in Sleep, if Nature bind, 


My throbbing Cares, ſhall faithful Dreams revive 
And keep each Image of Diſtreſs alive : 


Fes © Damon, I will grieve myſelf to fleep, 


But, as 1 ſleeping lie, for Damon weep. 


An Heart, with Troubles, ſharp, as mine, oppreſ 
No Freedom finds from Pala, no Aid from Reſt 


— * . 


Whillt thou aid live, f new Joys ill checr'd my 
my fert 

Now chowart dead, it Ri afreſh ſhall ſmart; 3 
Unalter'd 1 was thy Flame, and I will prove 


My Sorrows conſtant, as.my Shepherd's Love. 


TT 


Several Occaſions. 

Ye! Trees, your branching Arms, i _ 
ve! Groves, that give Sclemnity to Woet 
Receive, within your melaticholy Shade, 
A moſt afflicted once an happy Maid; 


Your ſilent Gloom is to the Wretched kind, 

And fpreads a welcome Hortor Ger the Mind; 
Your dark Receſſes, hid from human Sight, 
ooch the ſick Heart, and to fad Thouglits invite. 


ive 


O! Damon, Ino more, ſhall ſee thee ſmile ; 1 
No more, with Thee, in pleaſing Talk begule 
The Live- long Day; nor hear thy rural Song, 


And Voice, ſo wont to cha tu the Hftaing 1.6 
on thy kind Boſom 1 ſhall reſt no more, 


And act my little fond Endeatments Oer; 
Har No more _ jc „ MM 


4 


+72 
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"IM are thoſe EY which ” "alata 
Which the Swains envy'd, and the Nymphs defir'd ; 


Yet ve i = 


| 
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The faithful Smile, the Soul ſincere as Truth, ſav 
His Angel Form, and, Purple Bloom of Youth ; Th: 
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Thoſe Charms, on which I doated, all, are fled, I The 


All that is lovely, is with Damon dead !, Ad 

frag don VT |: Ane 

Th' 2 Threats of Death, I might a He: 
eard, 


From many Signs, if I had Signs rever'd ; | 


'Vnmindful me! the Hare, that croſs d my Way, 1 


Nor did the Nightinga! renew her Song; 


Too plainly did preſage this rueful Day ; Wh 
And I a Thunder-ftricken Oak did ſee, F To 
But heeded not the ill fore-bodiog Tree; Dic 
Alas ! unlucky Portents were not rare, Nor 
Nor Omens few, had Omens been my Care. Or 


My heavy Heart proclaim'd Diſaſters nigh, 
My Spirits droop'd and ſank, I knew not why. 

Methought ! the mournful Lambs all lifeleſs ſtood, 
Unmindful of their Sport, nor call'd for Food. 


Still were the Groves, nor Chirp'd the feather'd 
[Throng, 
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ſavolv'd in Clouds and Horrors was the Night, 


The conſcious Moon withheld her chearful. Light ; 
The Stars to ſhed their wonted Beams forbore ; 


A dreary, ſullen Aſpect Nature wore ; 


k 


And when the affrighting Sound was heard, H E 
(Dizxs! 


Heav'a wept, and pour'd down Rain from all irs Eyes. 
8 * 
O! never will return the Golden Hours, 


When Damon us'd to cull the choiceſt Flowers, 


To deck my Boſom; or, with curious Care, 
Did Garlands weave of Jeſs'min, for my Hair. 
Orelſe, diſclos'd ſome choice, ſome ſecret Neſt; / 


Or brought me Garden-Fruits, a Rural Feaſt !- | 


Or ſearch'd me out among the Willow Green, 


Hiding my ſelf, but, wiſhing to be ſeen. 


O! never ſhall thoſe Golden Hours return! 


"d KHopeleſs I ſtill muſt weep Oer Damon's Urn: 

Yet, ſhall thoſe Golden Hours record my Joy, | 

Pure, while it laſted, and without Alloy. 
Tos Record 


7d 


Record! a Paſſion, which no Limits knew, 
A aſſion! which to doating Fondneſs grew. 


But ay, ye Gods! if I was tir'd with Love? 
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Wil 
No 
le 


ieee 
1 


The Ny mphs and Swains did, at our Bliſs, repin 


V What Nymph; would not have chang'd her Fate fila 


{ mire 


The Nymphs and Swains to envy, all, were pron! 


What Swain, but wiſh*d my Damon's Fate his own 
The Suns, with looking on, did weary prove; 


One Day paſs'd by, and ſaw my faithful Flame, 
Another roſe, and it was till the ſame ; 


With downy Feet the Minutes danc'd away, 


Each Day I ſaw my Love, and all the Day; 
And every Day was, ſtill, like that before, 


So eager was I ſtill to ſee him more 


But! what do all my fond Complaints avail? 
O! vill not Life, at * thro? Sorrow, fail? 


Am I reſerv'd, by Fate, in vain, to mourn, 


And bear the Ills, that cannot, yet, be born? 


Al 
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Will aot my ſtubborn Spirit yield, at length ? 


Nor bitter'{ Pangs ſubdue my waſting Strength? 
Ie Gracious Powers, O! liſten to my Pray'r, 

ping and take a Wretch, moſt wretched, to your Care! 
ein Pity, urge my Fate, inforce my Grief ; 

on hen Life is Sorrow, Death's a kind Relief! 


WI 
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CUPID i Love. 


2 Capid, from his Cruel Sport, 
Return'd, to Grace his Mother's Court, 
In Triumph leading Bleeding Hearts, 
Throbbing with Love, transfix'd with Darts; 
Himſelf untouch'd! the Hunter ſtray'd 
Into a Cooling, Myrtle Shade, 
And ſaw a Lonely, Lovely Maid. 


No ſooner did young Maſter ſpy 
The Virgin's ſoft, refulgent Eye, 
| Than did his Opening Breaſt receive 
| A Wound, like Thoſe, He, often, gave; 
© Þ BY And 


W 


* Several Occaſions. 


| ad, down his Arms and Hearts He threw, 
and languiſhing, full, in her View, 

Tir done! He ſaid, Sec! Mars, ſee ! Foe, 

dee! all ye Gods; See Capid's Love! 


To Venus when, at laſt, he came, 
Vithout his Tackle, or his Game; 
Vithout his Bow, without a Dart; 
Vithout his own, or any Heart ; 
he Goddeſs cry'd, Alas! My Son, 

here haſt thou been? What haſt thou done ? 
He ſigh'd and anſwer'd, with a Groan, 


She ſtole my Hearts, ſhe ſtole my Own. 


The matchleſs Beauties of her Face; 


he Wonders that her Perſon grace; 
he Charm, in all ſhe does, or ſays; 
Her killing Smiles, her winning Ways; 
Her Wit, her Coyneſs, All agree, 

In Spight of Fate, to vanquiſh me. 


L 1 
\nd 
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Leſs angry Venus at her Son, 
Than to find Herſelf out: done, Alo 
Cry'd, Who's the Nymph that, thus, prevails? 
Ah, Dear Mamma, "Tis Fanny Hales. 


AJHINT from PRO PHERTTIVSõò. 


Queritis unde mihi toties ſcribantur Amores? Prop. 


SK ye, why I, ſo often, write of Love? 


And why my Thoughts, in amorous Num. 
bers, move? 
My Flowing Meaſures, and Poetic Fires, | 


Nor Phæbus nor Calliope inſpires : ut 
Cxcir I faw; Cxcil to Verſe invites; | 


Who ſees Her Loves; and every Lover Writes, 


She is my Theme; All other Nymphs, Adv; 


In Cecil every Female Charm I view. 
| 


! 


90 
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so! The Bleß'd Apple, on Barbado's Coaſt, 


Alone, can various Elegancies Boaſt ; 


rom the ſame Source, the different Taſtes ariſe, [18 


ind the SAME FRUIT A whole DEssERT ſup- 
| plies.] 


IJ da, G * * e 922 I: I Se 2 — N 75 2 V 0 | J 
6) 1 / C2 TE: \ D = » > , ' 2 gu & f r - < — 
4 WV _ — * , - O)) } U % T; 
j Li ” %. * 2 ' . „ . 2 * 4 f 7 > - 7 ” 


— 


= 
- 
2 P 
? 
4. 


The Fox and Goar. 
p. A FABLE 


I. 

7 & LD Reynard, once, with Thirſt oppreſt, 

| Feaſted a Goat, which nigh did dwell, 
ut wanting Liquids for his Gueſt, 

He led him to a Neighbouring Wel. 


* TER 
u; Flanners being paſt, they Bumpers drink, 


Health to Themſelves and Friends, go round; 
90 hs _ 
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Till, ſated, they began to think 
Amidſt their Cups, they may be drown'd. 


III. 
Sir Crafty, put to his Wit's End; 
Bids Grey-beard ſtand, erected, up, 
Promiſing to help his Friend, 


Whoſe Horns wou'd favour his Eſcape, 


N 
IV. 
But, when, ſecure, He reach'd the Brink, © 
His Neighbour periſhing beneath ; 
Tb'ungrateful Whelp cry?d, Die, or Drink, 
e ris all alike to Reynard, Faith! 
[ 
| Nad | 
Thus I, who, long, have propp'd the Great, T 


Am dropp'd, where I have been moſt kind; 
Mine is, exactly, Grey. beard's Fate, 
They're up, and I am left behind. 


vl 


Several Occaſions. 


VI. 
And yet, to ſcreen theſe Men, in Power, 
I wrote The Conduct of I Allies; 
And what can mortal Man do more, 
Than ſtretch his Wit, to vent his Lies? 


VII. 
Nay ! I did ſwear I was for Brunſwick, 
With Conſcience ſcrupulous and tender ; 
But Wrote and Rode, till I was Bum-ſick, 
In hopes to forward the Pretender. 


VIII. | 
| wrong'd, moreo'er, the Nation Scotch: 
In Rhime and Proſe was very ſmart on 
The Injur'd Catalan and Dutch, 
Brave Marlbro', and my Friend Tom Wharton. 


I; 


EMS on 
IX. 
Remember then, my Dear Dick Steele, 
Who hazarded your very Throat; 


| Who never turn d'ſt with Fortune? 8 Wheel; 
Remember well, The Fox and Goat. 


154 
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Fix'd on a Church Door. 


I. 
O day, this Temple gets a Dean, 


* 
: 


Of Parts and Fame, uncommon ; 
Vs d, both to Pray, and to Prophane, 


To ſerve both God and Mammon. 
by Fo 
II. 
When Wharton reign'd, a Mhig he was; I 


When Pembroke, that's diſpute, Sir: 


Several Occaſions. 155 
1 Oxford's Time, what Oxford pleaſed; 


Non- Con, Or Jack, Or Neuter, 


III. 
This Place He got by Wit and Rhime, 
And many Ways moſt odd; 
\nd might a Biſhop be, in Time, 
Did he believe in God. 


j 


IV. 
or High-Churchmen and Policy 


He ſwears he prays, moſt hearty ; 


But wou'd pray back again, wou'd be 
A Dean of any Party. 


V. 
Four Leſſons ! Dean, all, in one Day; 
Faith! it is hard, that's certain: 
Twere better hear thy'own Peter ſay, 
G—d dne thee Jack and Martin. | 
n 5 = 
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VI. 
Hard! to be plagu'd with Bible, till, 
And Prayer-Book before thee; 
Hadſt thou not Wit, to think, at Will, 
| On ſome diverting Story ? 


VII. 
| Look down, St. Patrick, look, we pray, 
| On thine own Church and Steeple; 
Convert thy Dean, on this Great Day; 
Or elſe God help the People 


VIII. 
And now, whene'er his Deanſbip dies, No 
V pon his Tomb be Graven; Ne 


A Man of God, here, buried lies, | At 
Who never thought of Heaven. 


HORACH, 


HORACE, Ero p. II. 


Leſt! Country-man, who, free from Care, 


As Men, in the Firſt Ages, were; 
With his own Oxen Tills the Plains; 

A Stranger! to Uſurious Gains. 

Who fears, from angry Seas, no Harm, 
Nor dreads the Trumpet's hoarſe Alarm; 
Nor plies the Bar; nor needs to wait 

At the proud Levees of the Great. 


His pleaſing Care is, then, to twine 


The lofty Poplar with the Vine; 


158 POE MS or 
Or wither'd Boughs, that, uſeleſs, lie, 
With healchful Cyons to ſupply. 

Or, in a Valley, at his Eaſe, 

Reclin'd, the lowing Herd he ſees; 

Or ſtores up Honey, fit to keep 

In Veſſels pure ; Or ſheers his Sheep : 
Or, when mild Aautumm rears his Head 


Around, with ripen'd Fruit o'erſpread, 
He gathers, then, delightful Care 

The purple Grape, and grafted Pear; 
With their due Offerings, to addreſs 
The Gods, who Fields and Gardens bleſs. 


Now, ſtretch'd beneath the Shade, he lies, 
Now, on the Graſs, in open Skies: 
Mean Time the Birds renew their Song; 
The ſlow, deep Current creeps along: 
While the ſoft Noiſe of purling Streams 
Invites to Sleep, and pleaſing Dreams. 


Bu 


Bri 
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But! when the Snows and Rains appear; 
The Stormy Seaſon of the Year! | 
The Boar into the Toil he drives! 179 | | 


The Boar ! in vain, intangled, ſtrives: 


Or Nets he ſpreads upon the Buſh ; | 
A Snare for the Voracious Thruſh ! (184 


Or takes the Crane, or timorous Hare; 


Fit! Prizes of a Sports-Man's Care. 
Who, with theſe Manly Pleaſures bleſt, 


Drives not Love's Torments from his Breaſt? 


Let but a Chaſte, tho* Homely Spouſe, i [ 
Careful of Children and the Houſe, R | I I! 
Like ſome plain Dame, with Sun-burnt Face, I 
Of Sabine, or Apulian Race, LY 
Prepare, at my Return, 2 good 
And chearful Fire of dry, old Wood; © 1 4 
Let her but milk the gladſome Kine, _ | 
Bring unbought Food, and new-preſs'd Wine; | 

Bull - [ The 
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Luxuriant, on the richeſt Bough ! 


Or the fatteſt Lamb, that e'er 
' Prieſt for the Altar did prepare; 


os 
The Lacrine Oyſter I'd o 'erlook ; A 
Nor, for the Turbat, bait my Hoax r: Ti 
Or Scarus (of it-ſelf a Feaſt |) 

In Tempeſts driven from the Eaft. 
I would deſpiſe the Aan Pheaſant, - Th 
And the Ionian Snipe, more pleaſant 


Than Olives, gather'd-freſh, that grow, 


Or Wood. forrel, or Marſh: Mallows, 
Which makes us Hale and Luſty Fellows; 


Or fatteſt Kid, the watchful Swain, 


From the fierce Wolf, did eber regain. 


n | 
Thus! while we feaſt, with what Delight, 
See! we the Sheep return, at Night ? N 


© See! we the tardy Oxen come, [nc 


Lugging tbounwieldy Plow-ſhare Home! 4 18 


Several Occaſſons. 
And Labourers round the Fire- ſde; 
The Farmer's Splendor, Wealth, and Pride. [| 


Thus Damer tali, and ſaid, That He © | 
Thenceforth a Country- man mou d be. 
Yet! now, His Intereſt he demands, 


To put it out, upon new Bonds. Wl! | 


Feste e NC "es 
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. - 8 
A Coxcxxrof MUSIC, 


H E various Concert is begun! attend; 1 


Hark! how the riſing Sounds the Thos 


Now ! Slow Adagio dwells upon the Strings, 
ind lengthens out the ſolemn Joy it brings. 
ow ! Brisk Allegro's livelier Notes controul 


he Hurried Spirits, and ingage the Soul. 
| M i. 


ein Sa. — ——— —— 
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O! Heavenly Art; whoſe Magic Force inſpire 
Such gentle Raptures ! and ſuch ſoft Deſires! 
A Thouſand Pleaſures round our Boſoms move, 
Of all thoſe Pleaſures, far, the ſweeteſt Love 


But! ſtop the Notes, nor touch the tremblin 
Let the w hole Concert fall ; Belinda Sings. * 
Art frames, in vain, the Chords, in vain th 
The Life of Muſic we to Nature owe. 1 


Yet play again; or This Inchanting Sound, 
Which ſooths my Ear, my Heart, too 2 wi 


An Udy OLD MAID. 


I, 
Alaa! Thou art of Woman-kind, 
That lives, the oddeſt Creature 
ith Wiſdom you have Folly join'd ; 


, Wi 
U | 
Perverſeneſs with good Nature. 


II. . 
r Silent, or in Mich too Loud, 

Still various you appear; 

umble To-Day, To- Morrow Proud; 
Now Gentle, now Severe. 

M 2 


POEMS: on 


164 


>. 4 III. 
Raſhly, $£u Love, as raſhly Hate, 
And make, at Sight, each Perſon, 
(Such Miracles ban Pride create) 
Your Favourite or Averſion. 


IV. 
Now, Balda! ſince your Merit's clear; 
What needs there more be ſaid ? 
Withdraw betimes; and ſay your Prayer ; 
And then go, ſtraight, to Bed. 


On the Death f RANT ER. 
A MOCK-POEM. 


in Imitation of a Certam Modern ELEcy. 
On the Death of - - - - - 


— —— 


Neget quis Carmina? Viss. 


OURN! all ye Fields, and change your 


[Native Green; 
Spring RUS: where Roſes, once, were 


ourn! all ye Woods; z mourn every ſhady Grove, 
ref be your Scene, as, once, your Scene was Love. 
it ! noiſy Birds! Ye rougher Blaſts too, ceaſe, 
nd only fan the melancholy Place. © 

it! Eccho; or elſe gentleſt Murmurs learn, 


id in ſoft Breezes, ſmootheſt Sighs return. 


M 3 _ ©... 4 


186 POEMS on 
Let every Tree bow down his drooping Head; 
Ranter ! alas! your deareſt Ranter, s Dead! 


No more youll hear the Dog's delicious Cry! 
No more you'll eccho t thro? the gladden'd Sky. 
No more the Chace, ſo fwiftly, run you'll ſee; 
No more youl ſport in ſeeing Ranter flee; 
He's gone! the Joy of 8 Stream and Tree! 


He's, gone - 
Where-cer. he ran, beloved of the Place; 


He's gone! of all the Pack the only Grace! 


„ 


EC. vf r mo7 


Ceas'd are his Notes; the attentive Huntſman's 
Ceav is that Mouth Diana's Self might A. a; 
With new Delight, were every Part an Ear. 

Oh! how he foam'd, when, eager of his Prey, 

His tender Noſe bid his fleet Heels away; 
With Joy He nels it off ; for Paſs's Death 
Prew on, as Ranter drew his skilful Breath, 


He 


- — — — — 
r 


Several Occaſions. 167 | | 


He held out ſtoutly, as He firſt began; 
And grac'd the ſpringing Flowers, as He Ran. 


The Fox and Hare may ſport, and play ſecure, 
For, whene'er Ranter Cry'd it, Death was ſure; 
Ne'er At a Loſs : His Loſs who can endure ? 


Like as ſome Hero, who, with many a Scar, 
Fought out a Life, ſucceſsfully in War, 
Fearing, leſt Age ſhould do, what War did not, 


Runs boldly on, and dies upon the Spot. 

$0 Ranter dy d. In Chace, in View of Prey, 
Thro* rougheſt Ways He made undaunted Way; 
Boldly He ſprang into th* impetuous Tyde, 
He ſeiz'd his Game, and, as He ſeiz d, He dy'd. 
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AMA DRIGAL. 
; W AS Faney, firſt, made Celia Fair: 
Twas Fancy gave her Shape and Air. 
It robbid the Sun, ſtrippd every Star 
Of Beauties, to beſtow on Her. | 
And, 'wlien/it had the Godde(s made, p | 
Down it Fell, and Worſhipped. 
Creator, firſt, and then a Creature! 
Narciſſus! and a"Pail of Water! 
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Nor any Rival, mare « beloy'd * 1 87 
In your ſoft, folding Arms did lie, 


han Perſia's King more bleſs' d was I. 


OH 010 nau vo 12.7 
Lro SA A. ; 2U £C F? 
While only me your Verſe adorn'd, BT Os if 


Nor Lyaza was for Cloe ſcorn dt. 


Ky 


High, in Renown, was Lydia's Name; 


ot Ilia had a greater Fame. 


R. 


HO RACE. 
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Hon AC 8 
ch. et bow my Boſom fre, / 

Charm'd with Her warbling Voice vey 8 ON 

For ber i'd die, and die refign'd, --- 

Might the Dear Nymph remain behind. 
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Ly D1a. 
My Captive Breaſt for Calais burns, 
Who, kindly, Love for Love returns; 5 
For hich I twice cou'd yield my Breath, 
If Fate wou'd fave the Yourh from Death, 


% Ss & * o of * 
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If Love unites our Hearts again, 
And binds us in a Faſter Chain j 
If golden Cloe Pdeſpiſe, EY of IO 
| And doat again on 525 8 Eyes. | n 


1D x - 85 2 abs 


„14 
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LYDIA. 

Tho? he outſhine the brighteſt Starz 
Though thou than Cork art lighter far, | 
And Angrier than the fretful Sea, 
I'd chooſe to Live, to Die with Thee. 3 


I T H the Muſes Favour bleſt, 


Grief approaches. not my, — 
Every Fear, and every Pain, 2 of Fo 


To the boiſterous Cretan Main, . 
| Far away, the Winds mal Pc 
| Nought imports it me to know, 


What Barbarian's diretul Sway 


| The frozen Scythian Realms obey ; 
| Nor from whence the Terrors ſpring, 
Whith alarm Armenia's King. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


> 


Goddeſs! 


— 
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Several Occaſſons. 


Goddeſs! of th? Arcadian Grove, 
Who the limpid Streams doft love, 
Cull the Flowers, in open Fields, 
Cull the Sweets the Garden yields; 
And thy faireſt Wreath be twin'd, 
Hunter's learned Brow to bind. 


Unleſs You your Aid impart, 
Vain will be my feeble Art; 
Bid thy Heavenly Siſter-Train 
Join with thine their various Strain; 
Bid *em touch anew the Lyre, 
And call forth the Lesbian Fire, 
To record, in Deathleſs Lays, 
All the Godlike Hero's Praiſe. 


* 


HOR. LIV. IV. Ops XII. 


D Efreſhing, Weſtern Winds (that bring 


” 


An Earneſt of the gladſome Spring, 
And calm the Seas) with gentle Gales, 
Now, foftly, ſwell the ſpreading Sails. 


Nor white, with Froſt, the Meadows ſhow ; 


Nor Rivers ſwell with Wintry Snow; 
| The mouranful Swallow builds her Neſt, 
| With never-ceaſing Griet oppreſt; 

| Baſely, in dire Revenge, ſhe dy'd 
Her cruel Hands with Parricide. 


1205 Reclining 
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Reclining, in the Graſſy Meads, | 
1 The Shepherds tune their Waxen Reeds: 
5 Great Pan, with Pleaſure, hears theic Strains "Te | 
Pan! loves Arcadian Flocks and Swains! 1 


Mean time, the Seaſon Thirſt excites: 411 
Then, Virgil! if thy Soul delights; 
(Virgil! for Wit, and Mirth, and Truth, | 
Favourite of each Royal Youth!) ) 
If thou deſir'ſt a choice Repaſt, 

And neat Calenian Wine to taſte, pe 
Perfume of Spikenard be thy Care 
And Wine, in Plenty, I'll prepare. 


On this Condition, ſhall be thine 
A Choice, Old Cask of Racy Wine: 
Wine! that new Spirits can impart, | 
And baniſh Sorrow from the Heart, 


1756 POEMS 
If this frank Offer be imbrac d. 


To meet my Friendly Joys, make haſte; | 
Your Unguent bring: I cannot boaſt, 


Dear Virgil! at my ſingle Coſt, 
With cheering Cups, thy Cares to lull, 


Like the Rich Man, whoſe Vaults are full. 


Come then, without Delay, and be 
From Love of Verſe and Lucre, free. 
In Folly loſe thy Cares a- while; 
Think of thy haſtning Funeral Pile! 
Sweet are the Bleafures, which ariſe 
From being, 4 Propot, Unwiſe. 


In: 


Several Occaſions. I 77 


1 r = — — — 


$52, FLEET ELED S&xNAASAS&: 2 
Immenſis Stilico ſuccedant Otia Curis, | 


Et noſtræ patient, Corda remitte, Lyre, 


Nec pudeat Iongos interrupiſſe Iabores, 


Fertur & indomitus, tandem poſt prælia, Mavors, I 
Laſſa per Odryſias fundere membra nives 
Oblituſque ſui, poſita Clementior Haſta, 
Pieriis Aures pacificare Modis. Claud, 


IMITATED . 
To my Lord CADOGAN 
3 to Mæcenas; The rough Sound of War, 


And every martial Care, is baniſh'd far 3 


| 
| 
| 
Et tenuem Muſis conſtituiſſe Moram. 3 


No Fleets at Sea, no ſtanding Force at Land, * 
The Subjects proweſs, or their Wealth demand: 
Rebellion” 8 hideous Voice is calmly huſh'd, © 
Church Quarrels ended, Civil faction cruſt'd: * 


POE MS on 
No Naval Power diſturbs our Trade at Sea, 


Our Merchants, ſafely, to our Iſle convey 


178 


The precious Products of benigner Skies, 


Andeach rare Growth, which this cool Clime denieʒ 


Ihe loaded Thames, with ſpicy Wealth o'erfloys, 
Which on fair Indus Banks and Ganges grows; 

In Threads, the Country Nymph, ſoft, ſilky, ſhines, 
Which the bright Tnſe near th' Horizon twines; 
And Eaſtern Treaſures Town and Court diſplay, 


l | The ſolemn Ruby and the Atlas gay; 


Not to omit the lov'd Nicotian Weed, 

Nor Spirits drawn from Rice, and th Indian Reed. 
Thus, whilſt no Cares or Fears our Minds oppreſs, 

But Wealth and Peace, and Joy the Nations bleſs, 

Whilſt George the Juſt does, o'er the State preſide, 

And frirhful Miniſters his Gouneils guides „ 


mY — 


i 8 tf » & = a as 


Great 


kN 


Sverd ” Occaſions. 799 


Great Sir, relax your Thoughts and condeſcend, 


Humbly, the Muſes humble Lyre t attend. 
On Ida Jove, on Thracian Mountains Mars,. \' ||| 
The Care of Peace relie vd, and Toil of Watt; 
Auguſtus thus, and Scipio chus, we find, . = 
With Wit and Verſe amusd a Srare-fick Mind, 


es. 


— 


You're our Mecenas. Freely, Sir, ond 
With the lov'd Votaries of the God of Verſe, 8 
Raiſe a Lyceum, a Palatian Dome, 

Like the famd Patron of the Wits of Rome; 
1, | Which to 4polis Temple join d, did ſtand, 
And there do you the learned Tribe — 
6.0 When her Mecenas Britain's Ille ſhall boaſt, | 
{| The Mantuan Swans will ſing along her C I 
e And whene'er Pollio does à Muſe require, 
Some Flaccus will ariſe to töuch the Lyre. 


89 | 


1 N . 
LE 
: , "* £ C\ 
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The Eccleſiaſtical Don Quixote: Ar 

excellent old Ballad. Written by 
2n Oxford Scholar, in Harry the 
Wl 7ib's Time, on the Abbot of Welſt- 
| minſter”s aſſaulting the Governour 


ll of Hull, os Perkin Warbeck' 


Account. 
1o the 3 of, When good King Henry rul'd 
OE this Land. 
Munn animis Celoſtibus he? Virg. 
bsmo 911 T n 


A Trend my Song, which ſhall declare 
The valiant Acts full well 


Of Abbot Frank, in Meſtminſter, 
Who, not long ſince, did dwell. 1; 


"Several Occafrons. 


2. 


2 — — Gay ox ” Ss 


But * alas l for Reaſons wiſe, 

Wichin four Walls is pent, 
There to bewail, in diſmal Guiſe, 
') And, if he can, tepent. 


be 
8 
ur „ 
7; With burning Zeal, in Lawn when dreſt, 
Oft has he fir d the Town, 
Nor can his flaming Temper reſt, 
W In Stone-Doublet, or Gown... 
"rg 4. 
A Churchman ſtanch himſelf to ſhew , 


He Wrangle might, and Huff; 
But 'twas not Orthodox, Itrow - ,n, 
To Wreſtle, Kick and Cuff. 


N 2 


5 


Shou'd be ſo prone to Ire; 
That one, ſo us d to pray, ſhou'd fight, 
And ſhou'd ſo ſoon take Fire. | 


6. 
O! ſay Machaon, whence proceeds 
This furious, warlike Vein; 
What Diet ſo much Nitre breeds, * 
And Sulphur in his Brain. 


1 
Cou d Prelate- Blood ferment, 


Like Cyder, when tho Cork is ſhot, 
And to the Cieling ſent. 


Strange, that an Abbot-Reverend Right, 


I And name the Drink, whoſe Spirits hot, 


Fi 


ö 


Several Occa ſions. 183 
8. 
For, monſtrous 'twas ſo ſee and hear, 
As all Men will confeſs, 
The Holy Man of God to wear. 
And fight with Arm of Fleſh: ' 


17 
. 

Ii 
11 


| 


ge 

And 'gainſt a Warrior bold to ſtand, 
And madly to attack, 

Who had great Guns at his Command} 
And Huſſars at his Back. 


10. 
Tell, if theſe Particles (ſo usd 
To fire this Prelate's Saul, g aud 34 
When good King Harry was abus d. 
And Perkin crown d the , 


8. * 51 N 3 


18 POEMS . 


II. 
| Or when from Church to Church he'd . ä 
With Face of Scarlet Hue, 1% a2! 


And for High-Maſs at Mouth wou'd foam, 
And damn the Milli Crew; 


12. 

When Perkins Right was ſtil d Divine, "IF ; 
+ The choſen Race of God. | 

Tho Wiſemen thought thht Perlars Ding 1 4 


Excentrick was and add:) 


I 


13. | 

Tell if theſe fiery Seeds, Tay, / 
Like Gun-powder that's pent. 

| Broke out this ſtrange Romantick way, | / 


For want of uſunl Vent. 


7 . 0 5 ' 2 2 0 
| 7% 2 >. Z "of 14. Sir 
8 7 


FYY 


Several | Occa ſons, 


14. 


Sir Governour, the Abbot ſ aid. 


A Crow Ill pluck with ;; 
Advance and ſtand cloſe by this Bed, 
And ye, my Servants. tuo. 


15. 
The Courteous Governour reply d, 
Tour Mind, Lord Abbot; ſay 3 
But let your Servants twain, he ery 4. 


Be order d firſt aus 


16. 
By James, reply d the Abbot ien, 


They ſbant: off Hereticky : 


Nor ſtirr my Slaves, for well I'm WEEN, -. 
Some vile, deceitful Tracks. © 


N 4 
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15 


. - 
17. en 


| 


4 
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17. 

Tou WICKLIFF Dog! with that be flew, Io 
And ſeiz'd him by the Collar, 
The Corniſh Hag full well he knew, _ = 
| Whilom an Oxford Scholar. _ e | 


18. 
So on his Back the Cνν,j,Zͤur © A. 
| Lay meekly, tho a Hg. 
Aud only OR i i , I 
1 Does this become a MITRE? N BUG 


T9. 
i if 1 the Scriptures uhndaty\ibelike,\ \-\ + Tl 

V. are no true Divimayin > 

| There Abbots ae Fuad uo ir, J 
Or fo be drunk with Wie). .. amd en. 


Kd NI >. A 20. In 


Several Occaſions. 
20. 
In vain you boaſt your ftraight- Deſcent 
From Peter down is come; 


Unleſs by Peter here be meant 
The bloody Pope of Rome. 


21. 
An * Hero in this Fort doth bide 
With Hand of Rigid Steel ; 
Tour Hand and pious Heart befide 
Are harder, as 1 feel. 


27 · 
The Abbot, in religious Mood, 
As there the Victim lay, 


Was tempted for the Church's Good 


This Sacrifice to ſla p. 


LN — ch ed 


7 3 
** 


4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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23. 
And his Breath ſurely then had nt 
Had th Abbot had the Power, 5 
Were he the Priſoner, and the. Prieſt i 


Commander of Hull Tower. 


24- 
| Bur as the Abbot far aſtride oO 
son his proſtrate Foe, ; 
Nor cou'd twixt Rage and Feat decide 

What he had beſt to dooßmn 


25% 

* The Guard approaching to the Door, 
ne quits, in haſte, his Pre; 
Up roſe the patient Governour, 3 26) 

| And mildly went away. 


* 


buk re ; 26. Now 
2 


ow 


Several Occa ſons.” 


26. 
Now upon London- Tower- Hill, 
Shou'd Frazk pay for his Frolick, 
God ſend the Abbor's Place to fill 
Some Prieſt more Apoſtolick, 
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Blew-Ey'd N A NC Y . 


: Ah. 


The Diſappointed Lovers. 


An exceilent New BALLAD. To the Tune of 
Fair Roſamond. | 


J. 
{ L., in _ there liv'd a Toaſt, 
'L A Her Name was Blue-ey'd Nen, 

More Charms, did Virgin never boaſt, 
To win. che n of Man. 


\ x 


* 


II. 

Of Liberal Parents ſhe was born; 
Well nurtur d too was ſhe; 

Her Manners did het Birth adorn, 
And eke her Modeſty. 


III. Two 


To 


O1 


L 


Several Occa ſſons. 
III. 
Two kyes ſhe had, both lovely bright, 
Where Cupid, oft, was found 
To lurk, and thence to take his Flight, 


Poor mortal Hearts to wound. 


2 


IV. 
One Day the Rogui/p Imp, unſeen, 
Behind a SPECK withdrew ; 
A Preſent! from the Cyprian Queen, 
T' embelliſh Nancy's BLUE: |. 


V. 
Long it remain d in her Fair Eye, 
A beauteous Speck / indeed; a Ziohnaw bk 
Who ſaw it, ſtraight, of Love did die, 
To think ont makes me bleet. 
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VI. 
Now, here, as He lay in the Lurch, 
He drew a deadly Dart, 


When ſhe gaz'd up to Heaven at Church, 


And ſhot TAR through the Hearr, 


VII. 
And then he wrench'd ic out, again, 
As there it reeking lay; 
And plung d it into her Heart's Vein, 
While ſhe her Prayers did ſay. 


| VIII. 
To Woods and Lawns, away ſhe hies, 


And wanders all- around; 


true Air ſhe perfumes by her Sighs ; 


Her Tears refreſh the Ground. 


Tc 


Tl 


$| 


IX. To 


To 


Sxveral Occaſſaus. 
IX. 
To Shores relentleſs, and to Rocks, 
Inflam'd, does he complain ; ; 


Then Thetis and | er Nymphs invokes, 


To eaſe him of his Pain. 


X. 
Upon the Sand he writes her Name; 
And ſhe carves his on Trees; 
She Dryads prays to cool her lame; 
He, Naiads, to quench his. 


XI. 

Far dearer Nancy is to Tar, 
More Brilliant in his Eyes, 

Than poliſh'd Gold or Diamonds ate; 
Or Sal, that gilds the Skies. WON 


| . 100 
In Tar, again, to Nancy's Mind, A 


| More Beauties do abound, 
= Than midſt the Spicy Shrubs we find, 
| Or on the Flow'ry Ground. 


XIII. 
Ah! Hymen baſten, why doſt thou 
Thy Sillen Knot forbear? 


© On a more Goody Pair, 


XIV. 


For, fair the Winds do prove; 
Honour to India Tar commands, 


Thy Bleſſings chou canſt ne er beſtow 


But Fate had ty d up Hymen's Hands: 


Honour ! that Foe t Love. 


Th 


Ar 


XV. Three 


rec 


Several Oæaſidii. 
XV. 
Three Times his Steeds had Phebus dr v e 
Through the bent Zudincs Bow, 
And by his x4pi4,Courfe, Above, 
Made Three long Nears. Below. 


XVE. 
No Pleaſure Wealth or Conqueſt yields - 
To Tars diſtracted Mind: 
No Joy, in Courts or Verdant Figlds,. v3 we 
Can abſent Nancy find. 
XVII. 
When, lo! the Gods, who Lovers aid, 
And gently fan their Flaches, 8 
To Nancy's Ears the News convey d, 
That Tar had reach'd the Thames, 


O | XVIII. To 


- — 
= 


— 


3 _ 
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XVIII. 
To Whitehall &. N all in great haſte, 


The Nymph her Courſe does bend 
Greenwich and Woolwich, foon, are __ 9 


She meets him at Graueſenl. 


XIX. 
But ſtop, my Muſe! 'forbear to tell 2 
The Mecting of them Twain; 8 | 
My Eyes o 'crflow, my Breaſt does ſwell ; 


. 


They meet, to part again. / 289, 


18. 
Hymen appenr d, when fir, he faw / 


Bright Nancy at che Door; dne 


Bur Pluto riſing, cry 'd, Withdraw, 
Tour Tar ſhall be no more. 2 


Wi 


An 


Several Occaſions. 

XXI. 11 

With that che Fury Febris came. 

(Her Eye-balls darting Fire) COLY* bit 

And put Tar's Blood all into Flame; | 
Of which he did expire. | 


2 ͤ ——-„⅜ 


: | XXII. 
Then, juſt as ſhe her Lover loſt, 
Enrag d, ſhe ſnatch d a Knife, 
And, Stabbing, ſaid, Tl. not be croſs d; 
My Ghoſt ſhall be his ift. 


ith 
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& RA K 4 b deb & A 
The TORY PLOT Unravel d 


An excellent New BALLAD: To the Tune of 
Which no Body can deny. 

] 1 T O dethrone good King George, who the 

TT firſt of that Name, 


=. 
To govern Great-Britain, from Hanover came, 


I. 


WW The Tories did Plot, but paid dear for the ſame. 


Which no Body can deny 
| he 
| They carouſed and conſulted, they wrote and they 
rode, 5 N 
Their Time, and their Nau, may their er be 
dlc, = 

Toy al hir d Ships and Men; yet deny d all, by G-d. 
Which no Body can dem. 


3 | 3+ Arms, 


f 


he 


i, 


a, 
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Several | Occ ftons. . 99 

3 

Arms, full forty Thouſand, they hid under Ground, 

Swore that there were none, tho ſome of them 
were found, | 8 ed | 

As they all wou d ha been, hadn' t Neynobeen drown d, 


Which no Body can deny. 


. „ 
The fam'd Mr. Fawks half ſo dextrous at Tricks, 
Never was as a Tory at Hieroglyphicks, 
Who ſwears and forſwears, and at nothing who ſticks, 
Which no Body can dem: 


5. 16 
Shew his Hand- writing to him, as plain as the Noſe 
That is on his Face, yet he ſwears and he yows, 
I: was wrote by his Fingers, no more than his Toes}. 
ants ah 25 Which no Body can deny. 


eus O 3 6. Pro- | 


POE MS on 
2 
Produee his own Signet, moſt clean and moſt neat, 


|| 2 May I periſh, he'll ſay, if this bent Counterfeit, 


How coud you contrive, Mr. Whig, ſuch a Cheat? 
| Which no Body can deny. 


7. 
His Treaſon in Cyphers, he declares a Velſb Song; 


| The Key tot's a Cronaun in the Iriſb Tongue; 


For he's not one of thoſe, who his Country wou d 
wrong, N hich no Body can dem. 


Confront him with one, who was of his own Gang, 


With whom he both e 1 tippled and 
„ ©: | ond 

res if 1 7 ever * Him ben wiſh he may hang, 

| * | Which no Body can dem. 

| 9. Thus, 


at, 


85 


g. 


Us, 


— 


Several | Occaſions; | 

| Ju __ 9. | : i 
Thus, till the Report and Appendix were ſhown; 
They ſnecr'd-and they laugh di at the Plot, thro the 


Town; 


TT 
„ 
= 


But, now, in the Mouth they are damnably down, 
Which no Body can deny. 


* 10. 
The Plot then being viſible, as is the Sun 44 MIN 
At Noon-day, what think you now more will be wad 
Why, you'll ſwing fort, dear Tory, as ſure as a Gun, 


Which no Body can army. 


2 


| 
| 


The Second P _— To the /: ſun Rane 
. an Anſwer to a ſcandalous Song banded a. 


bout to affront the H: of s and the Com- 
mittee. I 3 


I. 
| | A Phyſician and Parſon together, once, got, 
4 — an old rhiming Sor, 
In a Bong to diſprove and to laugh off the Plot, 
au Bet ones - Which 20 Body cap deny: 


2. 


| But moſt dearly chey paid for theirFrolick, I think, 
And much better 95 d ane r thaye done nothing 


but Drink, 3 <0 
1 For the Plot, more they ized, the much more it 
\ did ſtink, Which no Body can den). 
| 8 ** 0 Cx 3- Haying 


a9 
| m 


The Report a moſt maſterly Piece is allow'd; 


— — — 


Several | Occaſions. - 
RE IR 
Having crambo d all Night, on a few Rhimes they lit; 
But without any Trüth, any Meaning, or Wir; 
For the Plotters and Poets are equally bit. 
Which wo Body can deny. 


By this Time they repent of their Mirth, I believe, | 
And deſpair of Frank's Pardon, and Layer's Re. 


prieye; 5 263 „ane 


And if they laugh now, it is but in their Sleeve, 
ENT Which no Body can deny. 


* ; w , . . 
, y , hank. | 2 
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The Appendix of Witneſſes is a great Cloud 
And with Power and Juſtice the Lords are endow'd, 1 
Which no Body can deny. 


R 1 


—y— — — 


— 
20 a 
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To conxict cheſe vile plotters, Profs opon and plain, 
for a long Time; before both the Houſes have lain, 
And the Poets were Puppies to name Harlequin 

* | Which no Body can deny. 

7. 
For the Dog prov'd Frank * tho * he 


cou d ſayyp- 
| 43 when Plotters, for plotting, ate puniſhed; pray 
1 Remember, chat every Dog has his Day. 

CNT ni 12 Which no Body can deny 
| Men, Women and Children; ; the Living, the Dead, 
| Things _ and Things ſeen, and * num- 
All * 2 Plot out; fo no more to be ala. 
by | Which no Boay can deny. 
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Several Occaſions. 205 
9. 
10 conclude; no more Witneſſes need, yet, b be found; 
For four Plotters impriſon'd, Two Hangd (rh de 
bound) 
And Two baniſh'd will be: And One, you know's 
drown'd. * 


Which no Body can = 


| 10. 
The good Plot, I can tell you, beſides, daily opes, 
So that by next Seſſion, we have greateſt Hopes, 


That many more of ye will meet Goals and Ropes, 
Ds 4 the true Wings wil rejoice, rejoice. | 
At which the true Whigs will rejoice. | 
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| Triumphant 8 O N G, 


ITE 40 ID 


To the Tune of, Fill every Glaſs, hd 


. .* 


R. Britannia. 
For, full many a 


2 42 24 


| Moya | thy datlicg Knight has ſlain. 


I) "Parg'd is the Venom of their Brain; 
Dampd is their drivling, ſcribling Strain; 


Rejoice B Titania, 


For, full many a 


aunſe, thy ag Knight has ſlain. 


II. Bolder 


Several Occa ſfons. 
II. 
Boelder and Bolder 1477! 


| | Grew the Barka, | | — 
Till, bravely, Sir James, quite cut him dow. : 


* 
9 


Cato then, next perplex d the Town; 
3 7 IF | 
+ Cato! hilom I Fair Renown! | ? 1 WW 
But then the Fierce Knight 5086 


Soon but hin 70 Flights 


Ad | lla "_ and his n write. 
idle 2ds 61 202A ode ne 
0004 £7 HI id wy 2170 63: Huf 
nme 2 al nA 4 
papiſt and Fan, n 9019 (02113 unA 
| The vileſt of the many headed Crew? :: 101 
But the Chevalier at him flew , — 
And his Hearts: blood he fairly dreyx; } 
And felling-down Ai, 1747 2257 2b 
pon him hei- 17 xn oP | 


And gave him the parting-Blow with his Filt, - 


* 


* ? Toe , 
RC a 
n 
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Full to our View which can, in unform'd Clay, 
An Inſect, working into Form, diſplay ; 


Or does, or ſeems, from Miniature to riſe 


And, cer his Shell is broke, proportion d creep. 


* * 
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LY 


Ondrows Machine! which can by * 


Light, eill base 
Mature an embryo Atome to the sight. 


And chro whoſe myſtick Power, a Gyant Size 


See! Ripe in Mirrour, ſee! the Egg - Worm ſleep, 


Parts, yet imperfect, now appear compleat ; ; 
Tho mix 2 yet ſeyerd; tho minute, yet, great. 


£ 


* * * CY a 


Ae Deiafins, = 
"Hail ailinighnyTofiit! whoſe ebene be | 


| ro Ordes Chaot nis 0 Day me Night... ; 1 3 1 
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Conſult the Glaſs; and "ſag yon puny Fieag4® |; 


Diſtrieber Cicbie of thy Dteams and Thee p 


Seel with what möuſtrous Port and Rarely Pride”. | 


| The Pigmy ſivells, and tempts an awker d OP: 
| See his Proboſeis ſee his well hing d Thigh; 


His Lobſter-Legsz" ; and ſee his bade Eye. 


- k N i ws A — of s 
f 2 D Fa . 5 ” 52 Wt 5 


. 


0 Microſtopial Goddeſs: 0 bright, 


; Which to an Angel s Ken has ſtrerch'd 25 


' Stop not thy Bouncy, bur be fill more kind, 
Enlarge che-Purlieu, of my narrow Mind: d os i 


In Colours, plain, expoſe to Reaſon's Eye, 


What, yet, to Reaſon Nature does deny: EE. 
What tis to think, teach my amazed Thought 5-5 
And we O let me, whence 1 came, be GI ; 


1 * 
- " 
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| po e Mete t best d % 
ban whrrShades below) r 
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